
EVERY MAN SHOULD READ: 

HOW TO TELL IF 
IE’S REALLY FAITHFUL 
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WHEN SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT STRIKES 
YOU WANT THE BEST CARE MEDICAL SCIENCE CAN GIVE 


but can you pay for it? 



When you or any member of your family is taken 
seriously ill, you want every miracle of modern 
medicine to help them back to full health. The 
best is none too good when a loved one’s life is at 
stake. But the best can cost a small fortune. One 
month in a hospital can cost $1,000 without includ- 
ing a penny for surgery. According to recent statis- 
tics, “500,000 American families had medical bills 
that were more than their yearly income.” WHAT 
DOES THIS MEAN TO YOU? Just this: even if 
you now have hospitalization insurance, the chances 
are it will pay only a part of your medical bills. 


NOW! A New Low Cost Way to Get Protection & Peace of Mind 


The rest of the bills you have to pay even if you 
go deeply into debt. DON’T TRUST TO LUCK. 
This year, 1 out of 8 Americans will be hospitalized. 
Just one serious illness can wipe out everything 
you have in the bank today and leave you with a 
mountain of unpaid bills. 

To help meet this truly desperate situation, to help 
protect you and your family from financial disaster. 
Bankers Life & Casualty Company now offers you. 
as part of their famous WHITE CROSS PLAN, a 
new low-cost policy that gives you and your entire 
family vital protection you need. 


Pays You 100 a Week Extra ?. p 50 Weeks 


If you are from 18 to 65 and in good health, 
this new policy (F-39) will pay you 5100 a 
week for up to 50 straight weeks ... as 
much as $5,000 while you are in a regular 
hospital. No long list of exceptions. No 
limited benefits. When you go to a regular 
hospital, you get $100 a week paid directly 
to you. What’s more, you get this Extra 
Cash over and above any other insurance 
benefits you may collect. If you don’t need 


all the money, put the rest in the bank. 
Sounds too good to be true? See for your- 
self. Write today for a FREE SAMPLE 
POLICY to read in your home. Then you’ll 
find out that in just a few sentences, 
printed in plain language, you are prom- 
ised $100 a week for every week in a regu- 
lar hospital. And you’ll find out just how 
inexpensively you can have the complete 
protection you need. You’ll see that this 


WHILE YOU ARE IN A 
REGULAR HOSPITAL 


policy covers ALL illnesses originating 
after the policy is issued, except mental ill- 
ness and normal childbirth. You’ll see that 
this F-39 policy, renewable at the option 
of the company, can be cancelled by you 
at any time. Don’t wait a dav to write for 
your FREE SAMPLE POLICY. The supply 
is limited. Naturally, you are under no 
obligation. Look it over* and decide for 
yourself. 


Bankers Life & Casualty Company, Dept. 0055 
4444 W. Lawrence Avenue, Chicago 30, Illinois 

Gentlemen: Please rush me my FREE printed 

sample copy of your SlOO-a-week hospitalization 
policy, Form 39, along with FREE information on 
rates. I understand there is no obligation. 


Name- 


Address- 
City 


Zone or 
_R.F.D__ 


_5tate_ 


09-0110 


Get FREE FACTS On this Plan at Once 

DETACH AND MAIL BOUND IN 
POST CARD No Postage Needed 

OR CLIP COUPON 


THE WHITE CROSS PLAN 
BANKERS LIFE & CASUALTY CO. 

Home Office: Chicago 30. III. 




ffOWf You Can Master 


AT HOME -IN ONLY 10 MINUTES A DAY -WITH 
THIS COMPLETE SELF-INSTRUCTION COURSE 
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10-DAY 

examination 


I n good times or bad, the man with “know-how” 
is always in demand. Now, in this fast-moving 
age of electronics, missiles, automation and nu- 
clear science, mathematics is a “must” for men 
who want to get ahead. A knowledge of mathe- 
matics will open up wonder- 
ful opportunities for YOU 
as a designer, draftsman, 
superintendent, foreman, 
technician, inspector, statis- 
tician or engineer. In fact, 
the man with a training in 
mathematics can practi- 
cally “write his own ticket." 


FAFF "J° U SEND 

COUPON NOW 
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Five big volumes explain everything about mathematics 

MATHEMATICS FOR SELF STUDY 

A complete course and reference library, by Prof. J. E. Thompson, 

B.S., in E.E., A.M., Pratt Institute, New York, N. Y. 
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Can you spare 
1 0 minutes a day? 

That’s all it takes, with, 
the aid of this simplified 
five-volume home-study 
course, to gain all the bene- 
fits of a complete knowl- 
edge of mathematics — benefits like 
security, higher pay, self-confidence, and a better, 
more important job. 

Based on new, easy-to-follow methods devel- 
oped by Professor Thompson at Pratt Institute, 
this new course will show you how to master 
every type of mathematical problem quickly and 
easily. You start right at the beginning with a review 
of arithmetic (with dozens of new, time-saving short- 
cuts) and proceed step-by-step, lesson-by-lesson, into 
every practical phase of higher mathematics. 

Every minute pays big dividends 

The time you spend with this course will really 
pay off. Mathematics is the basic tool of all scientific 
and technical work and men who know how to use 
it are quickly recognized and rewarded. 

You need mathematics to work with the complex 
technical requirements of most modern develop- 
ment and manufacturing processes. Without a 
working knowledge of algebra, trigonometry and 
geometry, even the most capable man can be 
left behind while others forge ahead to bigger, 
higher-paying jobs. Don’t be left behind! 

If purchased individually, these five volumes would 
cost you $2.95 each or a total of $14.75. But, if you 
order them now, as a set, you will receive the entire 
course - all five volumes - for only $2.85 down and 
$3.00 a month for three months - a substantial saving! 

Now, try the complete course FREE 

You don’t have to send a single penny! 

Just mail the coupon and we will rush you 
all five of these home-study books to ex- 
amine free, in your own home, for ten days. 

Unless you are absolutely convinced that this 
course in book form is exactly what you need 
to master mathematics, you may return the 
books and owe nothing. Otherwise keep them 
and send the easy payments indicated in 
the coupon. Take advantage of this oppor- 
tunity today. Mail the coupon now to 
D. Van Nostrand Company, Ine., Dept. 3411, 

120 Alexander St., Princeton, N. J. 


ARITHMETIC. Clear, complete explana- 
tion of all basic principles. How to quickly 
figure fractions and decimals, ratio and 
proportion,’ powers and roots, series and 
progressions, percentages, dimensions, tem- 
perature, latitude and longitude. Many 
time-saving “short cuts’’ for calculating 
insurance premiums, loan rates, taxes, 
bank interest, charts and graphs. 293 
pages. 

ALGEBRA. How algebra can save you time 
and money with common everyday prob- 
lems. Covers equations, logarithms, proba- 
bilities, slide rules, powers, roots, etc. Ex- 
plains hundreds of applications involving 
machines, autos, engines, ships and planes. 
320 pages. 

GEOMETRY. Common - sense instructions 
on working with angles, cubes, spheres, 
planes., solids; figuring diameter and cir- 
cumference; estimating materials needed 
for areas and solids; figuring volume, ca- 
pacity, hundreds of other practical prob- 
lems. 323 pages. 

TRIGONOMETRY. Shows you how to solve 
virtually any problem in surveying, me- 
chanics, astronomy, navigation. Simple in- 
structions on finding height of a building. 


exact course of a ship or plane; calcula- 
tions involving construction of buildings, 
bridges, dams; cutting of gears — and 
other uses that can improve your earning 
power. 239 pages. 

CALCULUS. Computing speed, velocity, 
rate of increase or decrease, minimum and 
maximum limits, integral formulas, func- 
tions, derivatives. How to find the most 
efficient design for any mechanism, en- 
gine or moving vehicle; analyze sales fig- 
ures and production charts; figure 
problems in statistics, insurance, physics, 
electricity, radio, and much more. 358 
pages. 


D. Van Nostrand Company, Inc., 
Dept. 3411, 

120 Alexander St., Princeton, N.J. 

Send me Thompson’s MATHE- 
MATICS FOR SELF STUDY in 
5 volumes (plus Paradoxes and 
Common Sense) . Within 10 days 
I will either return the books or 
send you $2.85 as first payment 
and $3.00 per month for three 
months until the total price of 
$11.85, plus a small shipping cost, 
is paid. 


FREEJXAM/NAT/OIN 

City .rT. . .fr. Zone. . .State 

□ SAVE! Check box if enclosing $11.85 WITH this 
coupon. Then WE will pay all shipping costs. Same 
return privilege, refund guaranteed. 

In Canada: 25 Hollinger Rd., Toronto 16. Slightly higher. 
Foreign and A. P.Q.— Please send $11.85 with order. 
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Water boils white as tinned fury 
is unleashed against salty trap- 
pers of the deep page 20 



Even when photographed with a 
box camera, Toni Meade is defi- 
nitely no square, man . ..page 31 
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man could be stepping into better 
jobs. He could be making $7-8000 
a year. He could be cashing in 
on those spare-time hours he now 
wastes. 

As it stands now, he’s stuck 
in his job. Can’t seem to make 
any headway. He’s reluctant to 
try. So he just hangs on. 

This man is a "Security Risk” 
to his wife and children. 

His family probably will never 
enjoy the comforts, the prestige, 
the good living that could be 
theirs. If hard times come, they 
are almost sure to be hurt. For 
an Average Joe can’t expect to 
compete with trained men when 
the chips are down. 

A man like this would do well to 


This man is a 
“security risk”! 


Age, 29. Married. Two children. 
High school education. Active in 
local lodge, church, veterans’ 
organization. Employed by large 
manufacturing concern. Earns 
#82 a week. 


Sounds like an Average Joe. And 
he is. Too average! He’s got a 
job. It pays fairly well. He’s 
satisfied. 

But here’s the catch. With the 
right kind of training, this young 


start a planned program of self- 
improvement. In his spare time. 
In a field related to his interests 
and abilities. Right NOW! 

One good way to start — a way 
proved by hundreds of thousands 
of once- Aver age Joes who are 
making good today — is to enroll 
for special training with a recog- 
nized correspondence school. One 
like I. C. S., the oldest and largest 
in the world. 

Don’t you be a "Security Risk.” 
Mail the coupon for full, free 
details while there is still time. 


For Real Job Security— Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


Accredited Member, 

National Home Study Council 



BOX 93752K, SCRANTON 15, PENNA. 

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the 

AVIATION 

□ Aero-Engineering Technology 

□ Aviation Engine Mech. 

□ Reading Aircraft Blueprints 

BUSINESS 

□ Accounting 

□ Advertising 

□ Bookkeeping and Cost 
Accounting 

□ Business Administration 

□ Business Management 

□ Clerk Typist 

□ Creative Salesmanship 

□ Managing a Small Business 

□ Professional Secretary 

□ Public Accounting 

□ Purchasing Agent 

□ Real Estate Salesmanship 

□ Salesmanship 

□ Salesmanship and 
Management 

□ Traffic Management 


(In Hawaii, reply P.0. Box 418, Honolulu) 


(Partial list of courses) 


ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

□ Air Conditioning 

□ Architecture 

□ Arch. Drawing and 
Designing 

□ Building Contractor 

□ Building Estimator 

□ Carpenter Builder 

□ Carpentry and Millwork 

□ Heating 

□ Painting Contractor 

□ Plumbing 

□ Reading Arch. Blueprints 

ART 

□ Commercial Art 

□ Magazine Ulus. 

□ Sign Painting and Design’g 

□ Sketching and Painting* 

AUTOMOTIVE 

□ Automobile 

□ Auto Body Rebuilding 
and Refinishing 

□ Auto Engine Tuneup 

□ Auto Electrical Technician 

□ Diesel Engines 


opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X 

□ Oil Field Technology 

□ Pulp and Paper Making 


CHEMICAL 

O Analytical Chemistry 

□ Chemical Engineering 

□ Chem. Lab. Technician 

□ General Chemistry 


CIVIL 

ENGINEERING 

□ Civil Engineering 

□ Construction Engineering 

□ Highway Engineering 

□ Professional Engineer (Civil) 

□ Reading Struc. Blueprints 

□ Sanitary Engineer 

□ Sewage Plant Operator 

□ Structural Engineering 

□ Surveying and Mapping 

□ Water Works Operator 

DRAFTING 

□ Aircraft Drafting 

□ Architectural Drafting 

□ Drafting & Machine Design 

□ Electrical Drafting 

□ Electrical Engineer Drafting 

□ Industrial Piping Drafting 

□ Mechanical Drafting 

□ Sheet Metal Drafting 

ELECTRICAL 

□ Electrical Appliance Servicing 

□ Electrical Engineering 


□ Electric Motor Repairman 

□ Elec. Engr. Technician 

□ Elec. Light and Power 

□ Practical Electrician 

□ Practical Lineman 

□ Professional Engineer 
HIGH SCHOOL 

□ Good English 

□ High School Diploma 

□ High School General 

□ H. S. College Prep. 

(Eng'r'g & Science) 

□ High School Math 

□ High School Science 

□ Short Story Writing 
LEADERSHIP 

□ Industrial Foremanship 

□ Industrial Supervision 

□ Personnel-Labor Relations 

□ Supervision 
MECHANICAL 
and SHOP 

□ Diesel Engines 

□ Gas-Elec. Welding 

□ Heating and Air Conditioning 

□ Industrial Engineering 

□ Industrial Instrumentation 


(plus sample lesson): 

□ Industrial Safety 

□ Machine Shop Practice 
Q Mechanical Engineering 

□ Plumbing and Heating 

□ Professional Engineer 

□ Quality Control 

□ Reading Shop Blueprints 

□ Refrigeration and Air 
Conditioning 

□ Tool Design DTool Making 
RADIO, TELEVISION 

□ General Electronics Tech. 

□ Industrial Electronics 

□ Practical Radio-TV Eng'r’g 

□ Radio-TV Servicing 

□ TV Technician 
RAILROAD 

□ General Railroad 

STEAM and 
DIESEL POWER 

□ Combustion Engineering 

□ Power Plant Engineer 

□ Stationary Diesel Engr. 

□ Stationary Steam Engines 

TEXTILE 

□ General 


Name- 
City — 


-Age- 


-Home Address- 


-Zone_ 


. State _ 


-Working Hours- 


-A.M. to P.M.- 


Occupation- 


Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, 
-Canada. . . . Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 
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Is there a Question on your mind ? 

JUST ASK AN EXPERT 


QUESTION: ( From Waldemar Korr, 

Adel, Iowa) 

1 have heard that there is a barkless 
dog. Can you tell me something about 
this odd breed of canine? 

ANSWER: (By William P. Schramm, 
TRUE ADVENTURES consultant) 

The dog you have in mind is the 
Basenji. He does not bark but he can 
whine and even growl. The Basenji is 
just about the ideal dog for a family 
pet. He is about the size of a fox terrier 
and has spunk enough to make a de- 
pendable watch dog. He has clean 
habits, is frolicsome with children, and 
very fond of them. 

There are quite a few Basenji breed- 
ers in the United States today and the 
breed has been gaining popularity since 
first being introduced here in 1940. 

Prices vary, depending on the quality 
of the breed the purchaser desires. 



for S180.00 per month 

Female maids $12.00 per month, chauffeurs 
$30.00 per month. Gin. Rum, Brandy 80c fifth. 
Filet Mignon 50c lb. Fishing, golf, sports, 
night life. Send for your personal report which 
tells what Mexico has to offer you. from an 
American viewpoint. Send only $2.00 for your 
iltustrated 48 page booklet. 

STONE of MEXICO U S. Office 
Dept. 398, 836 N. Fairfax, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 


QUESTION: ( From Dean Gallahue, 

Montezuma, Indiana) 

For some time now I have been in- 
terested in enlisting in the Merchant 
Marine. Can you please send all the 
information available about this? 

ANSWER: (By Lt. C. B. Lemon, 

U.S.C.G. (Ret.), TRUE ADVEN- 
TURES consultant) 

The “merchant marine” of the United 
States being vessels and ships privately 
owned and operated and manned by 
civilian crews who have taken up the 
profession of seafaring, it is not open 
to “enlistments.” It is suggested that 
one who wishes to take up this seafaring 
profession should first visit one of the 
Maritime Unions in a large seaport and 
there find out at first hand just what 
the demand for seafaring men may be 
at the moment, or if the union desires 
to accept additional members or could 
place them in jobs in any case. 

Applicants for this career must first 
be certificated in whatever specialty 
they desire to follow: Seaman, Fireman, 
etc. To obtain this certification one 
applies to an office of: Officer In 

Charge, Marine Inspection, United 
States Coast Guard. This officer causes 
the applicant to be examined as to his 
fitness and ability to carry out the duties 
of the selected specialty. Even the pass- 
ing of this examination does not entitle 
the applicant to a job. That is going to 
depend on the state of the seagoing 
labor situation. 

Check first with a Maritime Union. 

QUESTION: ( From James 1. Gaffrey, 
U. .S'. Marine Corps, San Francisco, 
Calif.) 

I would greatly appreciate any in- 
formation on bicycling and travel that 
you can give me: such as good bikes to 
buy, good routes, problems of upkeep. 


ANSWER: (By R. C. Geist, TRUE AD- 
VENTURES consultant) 

A good tour bicycle could be o: 
foreign or American make and should 
not weigh more than twenty-five pounds 
It should be equipped with gear shifts 
for the hills and mountains to be taken 
Use a stock bicycle or have one made 
up to order— at a cost of ninety to one- 
hundred-fifty dollars. Your local bicycle 
dealer can order anything you need. 

A good tour route in Canada would 
be in Nova Scotia or Gaspe or along 
the St. Lawrence River from Montreal 
to Quebec. In Mexico the road is paved 
from the U. S. border to Guatemala, 
and is hilly with extremes of heat and 
cold. Several pioneer's made this tour. 

Upkeep on a long haul requires extra 
tires, tubes, extra spokes, cotter pins, 
oil, gear wires, etc. Take along, or buy 
in larger cities along the way. And. 
happy cycle touring to you. 

QUESTION: ( From Robert W . Hopkins, 
Camp Lejeune, North Carolina) 

About to be discharged from the 
Marines and interested in joining the 
Secret Service. Can you advise as to 
application requirements and other re- 
lated information I should consider? 

ANSWER: (By Francis H. Bent, TRUE 
ADVENTURES consultant) 

An application for the position of 
Treasury Enforcement Agent (Secret 
Service) must be a U. S. citizen, at 
leas twenty-one years old, of excellent 
muscular development, no deformities, 
distant vision 20/20 in one eye and at 
least 20/30 in the other. If successful 
in the written examination an applicant 
would appear for interview to be judged 
on appearance, bearing and manner, vi- 
tality, interests, and motivation. 

It is necessary to have at least one 
year of general experience consisting of 
progressively responsible work which 
has required the ability to deal with 
other people, to collect and assemble 
pertinent facts and to prepare clear and 
concise reports, or which has included 
training and practice in the use of fire- 
arms (no problem for a Marine). 

It is also necessary to have three ad- 
ditional years of specialized experience 
in responsible criminal investigation or 
legal work which required the exercises 
of tact, ingenuity and resourcefulness 
in the development of facts and in- 
formation used in connection with the 
prosecution or defense of criminal cases. 
Certain substitutions of education for 
experience may be acceptable. 




You’ll speak with authority! 

A GENUINE SC0TT-WEBIEY REVOLVER 
.45 Caliber — 6 Shot — Snub Nose. 

The ideal weapon for 
r personal protection, 
munition available anywhere. 


Designed for quick draw! 
the plain clothes detective 

powerful .4 


Send only {10.00 deposit — Balance C.O.D 
Firearm shipped F.O.B. Railway Express 


These revolvers are 
GUARANTEED to be 
in Excellent condition' 


KENT SPORTING GOODS Dept 398 
7471 Melrose Ave.. Los Angeles 46. California 
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TRUE ADVENTURES 




YOU BUILD I 

Broadcasting 

Transmitter 

As part of N.R.I. Communi- I 
cations Course you build this I 
low power Transmitter; use ! 
it to learn methods required | 
of commercial broadcasting j 
operators, train J 
for FCC I 
license. ■ 


YOU BUILD Vacuum 
Tube Voltmeter 

Use it to get practical experience, earn 
extra cash fixing neighbors’ sets in spare 
time, gain knowledge to help you work 
in Radio, Television, Color TV. With 
N.R.I. training you work on circuits 
common to both Radio and TV. Equip- 
ment you build “brings to life” things 
you learn in N.R.I.’s easy-to-under- 
stand lessons. 64 page Catalog FREE, 
shows all equipment you get. 


YOU BUILD 1 
Signal 
Generator 

N.R.I. sends kits of parts 
to build this Signal Gen- 
erator. You get practical 
experience, conduct tests to 
compensate Radio frequency amplifiers, 
practice aligning a typical I.F. video ampli- 
fier in TV circuit, many other experiments. 






YOU BUILD AC-DC 
Superhet Receiver 


N.R.I. servicing training 
supplies all parts, every- 
thing is yours to keep. 
Nothing takes the place 
of practical experience. 
You get actual servicing 
experience by practicing 
with this modern receiver; 
you learn-by-doing. 
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Learn RADIO 
TELEVISION 


WHAT GRADUATES DO AND SAY 


Chief Engineer 

“I am Chief Engineer 
of Station KGCU in 
Mandan, N. D. I also 
have my own spare time 
business servicing high 
frequency two-way com- 
munications systems.” 
R. BARNETT, Bis- 
marck', North Dakota. 

Paid for 



Instruments 

“I am doing very well 
in spare time TV and 
Radio. Sometimes have 
three TV jobs waiting 
and also fix car Radios 
for garages. I paid for 
instruments out of earn- 
ings.” G. F. SEAMAN, 
New York, N. Y. 

Has Own 
TV Business 
"We have an appliance 
store with our Radio 
and TV servicing, and 
get TV repairs. During 
my Army service, NRI 
training helped get me 
a top rated job.” W. M. 
WEIDNER, Fairfax, 
South Dakota. 
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NEED FOR TECHNICIANS INCREASING 

Fast Growing Field Offers Good Pay, Bright Future 


Today’s OPPORTUNITY field is Radio-Televi- 
sion. Over 125 million home Radios plus 30 
million sets in cars and 40,000,000 Television 
sets mean big money for trained Radio-TV 
Technicians. More than 4,000 Radio and TV 
Broadcasting stations offer interesting and im- 
portant positions for technicians, operators. 
Color television, portable TV sets, Hi-Fi, other 
developments assure future growth. 

It’s the trained man who gets ahead. The fellow 
who uses his spare time to develop knowledge and 
skill gets the better job, drives a better car, lives 
in a better home, is respected for what he knows 


and can do. So plan now to get into Radio-TV. 

Keep your job while training with N.R.I. You 
learn at home in your spare time. N.R.I. is 
oldest and largest home study Radio-TV School. 
Our methods have proved successful for more 
than 40 years, provide practical experience. 

Soon after enrolling, many N.R.I. students start 
to earn $10, $15 a week extra in spare time 
fixing sets. Many open their own full time 
Radio-TV shops after getting N.R.I. Diploma. 
Find out more. Mail Coupon. Cost is low, terms 
easy; includes all equipment. Address: National 
Radio Institute, Dept. 0MR4, Washington 16, D. C. 


Send for 

LESSON 

and CATALOG 

FREE 


VETERANS 

Available under 
G.l. Bills 



MAIL COUPON NOW 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 

Dept. 0MR4, Washington 16, D. C. 

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog, I 
Free. (NoSalesmanwillcall. Please write plainly.) | 

Name Age I 

Address 

City Zone State I 

ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIlj 
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ADVENTURES EXPERTS 


The TRUE ADVENTURES EXPERTS service is free to all TRUE ADVENTURES readers, provided 
self-addressed envelope and full postage for reply are enclosed. Correspondents writing to 
or from foreign countries must enclose International Reply Coupons*, which are exchange- 
. able for stamps of any country in the International Postal Union. Air Mail is quicker for 
foreign service. 

Send each question directly to the expert in charge of the field which covers it. He will 
reply by mail. Do not send questions to the magazine, unless so indicated (c/o TRUE ADVEN- 
TURES). In that case, address your query to TRUE ADVENTURES, 205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. Explain your case suffi- 
ciently to guide the expert you question. The magazine does not assume any responsibility. No reply will be made to requests 
for partners, financial backing, or employment. 

*(Enclose addressed envelope with International Reply Coupon.,) 


SPORTS AND HOBBIES 

Baseball — Frederick Lieb, c/o Adventure. 

Basketball — Stanley Carhart, 94 East Roose- 
velt Circle, Red Bank, N. J. 


Lemon, U.S.C.G., 515 East Rich Ave., De Land, 
Fla. 

Woodcraft — Paul M. Fink, Jonesboro, Tenn. 

Wrestling — Murl E. Thrush, New York Ath- 
letic Club, 59th St. and 7th Ave., N. Y., N. Y. 


Asia: (1) *China, Japan, Hong Kong — 

Thomas Bowen Parkington, Constitutional Club. 
Northumberland Ave., London, W. C. 2, England. 
(2) Thailand, Malay States, Straits Settlements, 
java, Sumatra, United States of Indonesia, Ceylon 
— V. B. Windel, 8405 Paseo del Ocaso, La Jolla. 
Calif. 


Big Game Hunting in North America: Guides 
and equipment — A. H. Carhart, c/o Adventure. 

Boxing — Brig. Gen. John V. Grombach, c/o 
Adventure. 

Bicycling — Roland C. Geist, c/o Adventure. 

Camping and Outdoor Cookery — Paul M. 
Fink, Jonesboro. Tenn. 


SCIENTIFIC AND TECHNICAL SUBJECTS 

Anthropology: American, north of the Pan- 
ama Canal; Customs, dress, architecture, pottery 
and decorative arts, weapons and implements, 
fetishism, social divisions — Arthur Woodward, 
Los Angeles Museum, Exposition Park, Los 
Angeles, Calif. 


♦Canoeing— H. S. M. Kemp, 2103 - 2nd Ave., 
West, Prince Albert, Sask., Canada. 

Coins and Medals — William L. Clark, Amer- 
ican Numismatic Society, Broadway at 156th, 
N. Y., N. Y. 

Diving, Spear Fishing - Hilbert Schenck, Jr., 
RD 4, Potsdam, N. Y. 

Dogs: Care training, breeding — William P. 
Schramm, Box 205, Balaton, Minn. 

Fencing — Brig. Gen. John V. Grombach, c/o 
Adventure. 

Fishing, Fresh Water — Fly and bait casting; 
bait casting outfits; fishing trips — John Alden 
Knight, P.O. Box 28, Williamsport, Pa. 

Fly and Bait Casting Tournaments — “Chief” 
Stan wood, East Sullivan, Me. 

Globetrotting and Vagabonding — Norman D. 

Ford, c/o Adventure. 

Guns: Rifles, shotguns, pistols, especially auto- 
matic, and autoloading pistols and rifles — Roger 
Marsh, c/o Adventure. 

Horse* and Horsemanship — John Richard 
Young, c/o Adventure. 

Judo: Aikado, Karate, Police Judo, Etc. — 

Lindy y. Avakian, c/o Adventure. 

Lost Mines, Buried Treasure — Arthur James 

Stewart, c/o Adventure. 


Entomology: Insects and spiders; venomous 

and disease-carrying insects — Dr. S. W. Frost, 
465 East Foster Ave., State College, Pa. 

Esperanto: International auxiliary language; 

information, translations, instruction — Conrad 
Fisher, c/o Adventure. 

Commercial Sea Fishing: Type of boats and 
gear used; marketable fish and markets— Lieut. 
C. B. Lemon, U.S.C.G., 515 Rich Ave., DeLand, 
Fla. 

Forestry, North American: The U. S. Forestry 
Service, our national forests, conservation and 
use — A. H. Carhart, c/o Adventure. 

Forestry, Tropical: Tropical forests and prod- 
ucts — William R. Barbour, c/o U. S. Forest 
Service, Glenn Blvd., Atlanta, Ga. 

Railroads: In the United States, Mexico and 
Canada — R. T. Newman, 701 North Main St., 
Paris, 111. 


MILITARY, NAVAL, AND POLICE 

United States Coast Guard — Lieut. C. B. 
Lemon, U.S.C.G., 515 E. Rich Ave., De Land, 
Fla. 

Confederate Army — History, campaigns, equip- 
ment, unifor'ins, etc. — Milton F. Perry, c/o 
Adventure. 

Federal Investigation Activities — Secret Serv- 
ice, immigration, customs, border patrol, etc. 
- Francis H. Bent, c/o Adventure. 


Motor Boating — Gerald T. White, Montville, 
N. J. 


United States Army — History, Campaigns, 
Equipment, Uniforms, Etc. — Milton F. Perry, 
c/o Adventure. 


Motorcycling Freddie Ludlow, 2436 Paloma Marine Corps — Leland E. Person, 1st Lt., 
St.. Pasadena 7, Calif. U.S.M.C.R., c/o Adventure. 


♦Australia — Alan Foley, 243 Elizabeth St., 
Sydney, Australia. 

♦British Isles: Gibraltar, Malta, and Cyprus — 

Thomas Bowen Parkington, Constitutional Club. 
Northumberland Ave., London, W. C. 2, England. 

Canada: (1) * Southeastern Quebec — Wil- 
liam MacMillian, 89 Laurentide Ave., Quebec. 
Canada. (2) * Southern Ontario — , Harry M. 

Moore, 579 Isabella, Pembroke, Ont., Canada. 
(3) * Northern Saskatchewan; Indian life and 
language, hunting, trapping — H. S. M. Kemp, 
2103 - 2nd Ave., West. Prince Albert, Sask., 
Canada. (4) * Yukon, British Columbia, North- 
west Territories, Alberta, Western Arctic — 
Phillip Godsell, 1730 14th Ave., W., Calgary, 
Alberta, Canada. (5) *Newfoundland — Frank 
F. Wills, P. O. Box 1614, G.P.O., St. John's, 
Newfoundland. 


♦Central America: Frank J. Thomas, Apar- 

tado 2988, San Jose, Costa Rica. 

♦Eastern Europe: F. F. Fletcher, c/o Adven- 
ture. 

Eastern U. S.: (1) Maine — “Chief” Stan- 
wood, East Sullivan, Me. (2) Vt., N. H., Conn., 
R. I., Mass. — Howard R. Voight, P. O. Box 
716, Woodmont, Conn. (3) The Great Smokies 
and Appalachian Mountains south of Virginia— 
Paul M. Fink, Jonesboro, Tenn. (4) Adiron- 
dack Mountains in New York State— William 
M. Roden, c/o Adventure. 


Mexico: J. W. Whiteaker, 2903 San Gabriel 
St., Austin, Tex. 


♦New Zealand, Cook Island, Samoa — J. M. 

Dobson, P. O. Box 46, Dannevirke, New Zea- 
land. 

♦Okinawa (Except Military Activity ) —Willard 
J. Howland, American Schools, APO 331, San 
Francisco, Calif. 

South America: (1) Colombia, Ecuador, Peru, 
Bolivia and Chile — Edgar Young, c/o Adventure. 


♦South Pacific Islands— J. M. Dobson, P. O. 
Box 46, Dannevirke, New Zealand. 


Old Locks and Handcuffs — R. J. Norman, 
168-74 92 Road, Jamaica, L. I., N. Y. 

Rare Books and First Editions — Kenneth A. 
Fowler, c/o Adventure, or P.O. Box 4, Winter 
Park, Florida. 

♦Soccer: F. F. Fletcher, c/o Adventure. 

Stamps: Homer L. Jones, Weedie Acres, R. 
252 Derby St., Johnstown, Pa. 

Taxidermy — James Kershaw, c/o Adventure. 

Track: Jackson Scholz, 831 Fermata Place, 
S.W., Aiken, S. C. 

Voyaging and Cruising: Power and sail; coast- 
wise, inland and intracoastal waterways, rivers, 
bays and sounds of the U. S. — Lieut. C. B. 

10 


Merchant Marine - Lieut. C. B. Lemon, 
U. S. C. G., 515 E. Rich Ave., De Land, Fla. 

Military Aviation — S. P. Johnson, c/o Adven- 
ture. 

Military Weapons, Especially Machine and Au- 
tomatic Guns — Roger Marsh, c/o Adventure. 

♦Royal Canadian Mounted Police — H. S. M. 

Kemp, 2103 - 2 Ave., West, Prince Albert, Sask., 
Canada. 

Veterans’ Affairs — Francis H. Bent, c/o 
Adventure. 


GEOGRAPHICAL SUBJECTS 


♦Alaska - Philip Godsell, 1730 - 14th Avenue, 
West, Calgary, Alberta, Canada. 


Venezuela — Bill Flack, c/o Adventure 

Western Europe and Soviet Union — George 
H. Toole, 715 Brian Drive, SW., Vienna, Va. 

West Indies - John B. Leffingwell, Braden- 
ton Beach, Fla. 


Western U. S.: (1) Pacific Coast States— 
Frank Winch, c/o Adventure. (2) Neva- 
da, Montana and Northern Rockies — Fred 
W. Egelston, P. O. Box 650, Elko, Nev. 
(3) Idaho and environs — R. T. Newman, 
701 N. Main St., Paris, 111. (4) Texas, 
Oklahoma — J. W. Whiteaker, 2903 San 
Gabriel St.. Austin, Tex. 

TRUE ADVENTURES 



Tailor made Suit. 
Silk or Wool 
Hong Kong 
I $17.50 


Transistor 
Radio with 
battery. Japan 
$3.02 


Binoculars 
Germany $1.00 


17-Jewel Watch 
France $2.87 . 


Fishing Fly 
hand tied 1 'At 


Hunting Rifle 
Italy 53.24 


1 ' Hand 
r carved 
Clock 
Germany 
63c 


Stainless Steel Dinner 
Service. 50 pieces $3.54 


Spinning Reel 
with spare spool 96c 


J Sim. Pearl Necklace 
J Japan 4Vic c 


16mm Camera 
Magazine load, 
with case and 
hand strap. 
Uses standard 
16mm film 
L Japan $2.30 


v Motorcycle 
Norway $116.00 


* \ Tape 

——r Recorder with 
mike. Germany $13.50 


Just print your name and 
address on card - cut out 
and mail. (Ignore printing 
on back.) We pay postage. 


L new • - 

home-import 

business ... 


Now you can get exciting Imports at trifling cost 
abroad and sell them by mail order, or to friends 
and stores. NewPlan starts you in full or spare time 
without capital or previous experience. Just imag- 
ine the huge profit you could make on this 17-jewel 
watch you can get for only $2.87 in Europe — the 16- 
mm camera at just $2.30, the transistor radio or the 
hunting rifle. Mellinger globe-trotting couriers dis- 
cover and show you how to get fast-selling imports 
just like these — show you how you can deduct your 
profit in advance, even before ordering merchandise. 

Famous World Trader Guides You 

You’ll receive personal step-by-step guidance from 
B. L. Mellinger, one of the most famous international 
traders the worldhasever known. Mr. Mellingereven 
shows you how to put experience you have 
gained through jobs, bobbies and in- 
terests to work making extra 
import profits for you. 


PRINT ADDRESS 


CITY 


YOU KEEP 

ALL THE PROFITS! 

This is a NEW idea for making 
money. Not a catalog “scheme” 
orfranchise distributor“deal” 
where you buy catalogs and imports 
from others and watch them turn 
the real wealth of your labor into lux - 
uriesfor themselves. Mellinger puts 
you indirect contactwiththeORIGI- 
NAL OVERSEAS SOURCE! He 
makes no profit on your imports.The 
profits are all yours. On one of the 
iower priced products shown here, 
an importer following the Mellin- 
ger Plan has already taken in a half 
million dollars ! You, too, can cash 
in on the big demand for imports, 
if you know this method. 


Free Samples ... 
Contacts Abroad 

Following the Mellinger Home- 
Import Plan you receive FREE 
imports— and membership in Inter- 
national Traders, aworld-wide 
organization of Importers and Ex- 
porters which helps beginners to a 
fast start. You will receive confi- 
dential monthly bulletins reveal- 
ing names and addresses of actual 
overseas suppliers. Y ou are shown 
how you can easily deal with foreign 
suppliers, how to get samples, how to 
make big savings on your own purchases. 

Rush Card for FREE Details 

Start now to exciting cash profits in the 
new Import boom. Mail postpaid card 
for FREE BOOK, “Success Stories in 
World Trade,” which will change your 
whole idea of the money you can make, 
full or spare time, in your own Home 
Import Business. No salesman will call. 
Airmaiji reaches us overnight. 


■CUT ALONG DOTTED LINE" 


PRINT YOUR NAME- 


-STATE _ 


FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT NO. 39091 
LOS ANGELES, 
CALIFORNIA 


BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 

No postage necessary if mailed in the United States 


, Derringer Pistol 
Germany $5.74 

MELLINGER CO., 

Dept. C-l 128 • 1717JW«twood Btvd. • Los Angeles 24, Calif. 


postage will be paid by 

MELLINGER CO. 

1717 WESTWOOD BLVD. 
LOS ANGELES 24, CALIF. 


Dept. C-II2B 

Lae wmam m—m mmm 


Paste on heavy paper for FREE mailing. 




This was an instant when the guns grew silent and 
the leaders of men were mute . . . when mortal enemies snatched an instant 
of perilous humanity from the great holocaust of war 


MAIM TO MAIM 

by LEW MILLER 


■ MORE than fifteen years have 
passed since the end of World War 
Two, yet one battlefield experience 
is so vivid in my mind that it seems 
as though it happened yesterday. 
And I’m sure that the other men of 
the 4th Cavalry who sweated it out 
with me will always remember it just 
as keenly. 

What we saw was so dramatic, so 
unexpected, so unique that it has giv- 
en me faith in my fellow man for as 
long as I live. I guess we’ve read about 
Christmas Eve in World War One 
when the Austrian and Russian troops 
stopped firing at each other and sang 
“Silent Night” together. What I saw 
before my very eyes was just as 
miraculous. 

Our platoon had hit the dirt, re- 
sponding as one man the instant 
we heard the automatic staccato of 
German machine-gun fire. 

The small arms fire increased in 
tempo as our men detected the origin 
of the enemy fire. Through the mist, 
I saw a little grove of trees from which 
a number of our men were banging 
away in fine style. 

Faintly, through the fog, I could 
make out the vague form of a build- 
ing from which firing seemed to 
emanate. The grove of trees that 
afforded us protection was only some 
twenty yards in width and about 
half that in depth. A plain rose ab- 
ruptly behind, cresting twenty-five 
yards back and dropping out of 
sight. To our right was a level field, 
a “mined” field over which we had 
made our way before the firing start- 
ed. To our left was a clearing of eighty 
to a hundred yards which ended in a 
dense woods situated on a slope. 


For an hour or so, they peppered 
us with small arms fire. As the fog 
lifted, however, Kraut mortars start- 
ed to zero in on us. Shells beat the 
ground whoomp-whoomp all about 
us. We were up against snipers using 
mortars. 

Now I could get a better view of 
the building I had seen outlined be- 
fore. It was about two hundred yards 
from where we were pinned down. 
It was an innocent looking house, 
but it harbored machine guns, snipers, 
probably antitank guns, and a keen- 
eyed observer who was directing 
mortar fire on our trapped outfit. 

It was now light; visibility was 
perfect. The Krauts stepped up their 
small arms fire. Then the walkie- 
talkie suddenly began squawking. 

“A diversionary attack is to be 
made. The action will start with 
Baker Troop firing from the heights 
at your right. A tank attack will be 
mounted from the woods at your 
left flank. After the building is smash- 
ed, the tanks will carry through the 
town with foot troops mopping up 
behind. You are to pull out as the 
diversionary attack gets under way.” 

GI’s soon began to blaze away 
from the right flank. One shell tore 
off a part of the house roof. At that 
point, several tanks commenced 
firing from the woods at the left. The 
lead tank left its hiding place and 
moved out into the open. 

As soon as it rumbled into sight, 
a Panzerfaust spat a rocket at the 
armored vehicle. It scored a direct 
hit. Flames shot into the air and 
the buttoned-up tankers threw open 
their hatches to escape being roasted. 
Screams of agony filled the air. The 


driver and radioman slumped out 
of their cubby-holes to lay lifeless 
across the front of the tank. Only 
one figure popped out of the turret. 
His head stuck up, then his arms 
grabbed feebly at the turret’s top. 
He managed to get his arms all the 
way over, then he slumped, armpits 
cayght on the top, too weak to pull 
clear. It was horrifying to watch 
three helpless men about to be burned 
alive. Here was a violent death that 
could have been— and might at some 
future time be— the lot of any of us. 

Firing on both sides stopped ab- 
ruptly. A crazy silence hung over 
the area, a prayer without sound. 

A wide door at the building’s front 
suddenly swung open. A Volkswagen 
(the Nazi counterpart of our Ameri- 
can jeep) lurched out carrying two 
German medics. 

“If anyone fires on them, I’ll 
kill him!” 

I recognized Sergeant Fullbright’s 
angered voice. The Volkswagen was 
speeding toward the burning tank. 
Two GI’s near the scene ran out of 
the woods into the deadly open, to 
give assistance. Together the Ameri- 
cans and the Germans pulled out of 
the blazing turret one figure, slumped 
over the top. Apparently he was the 
only one with life in him. The Ger- 
mans strapped him on a stretcher. 
Off they went. The GI’s raced back to 
the woods. 

The firing began again. That brief 
interlude of mercy was ended. Man 
was once more treating fellow man 
as an enemy. But none of us on either 
side will ever forget that moment of 
compassion we shared in the midst 
of dead-locked battle. ■ 
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TRUE ADVENTURES 


INTRODUCING . ■ . (A Pre-X ’mas load (88 items) of TOYS — for any age — boy or girl!) 


1 THE JOY CLUB OF AMERICA" § 


GUARANTEE 


You get every toy 
as illustrated ! 

Each Toy is an Honest- 
to-Goodness Performer ! 


) SEE WHAT YOU GET! 



OVER $20.00 WORTH OF TOYS IF EACH PURCHASED 
SEPARATELY AT OUR REGULAR RETAIL PRICES! 
$4.98 BUYS EVERY SINGLE SENSATIONAL 
TOY SHOWN HERE! 


HAND BUZZER 


7 


PIRATE 

FLAG 




PUZZLE U + 



GUARANTEE 


A Car-load of fun 
to last a Year ! 
Give some as gifts . . . 

SAVE PLENTY OF MONEY! 


Qil WHAT YOU SBE!{ 


JIG SAW 
PUZZLE 


METAL PILL PUZZLE 


PAPER PARACHUTE X 


TRICK 

SAFETY PIN 


MAGNIFYING GLASS 


CONFEDERATE | 
FLAG 


SWITCH BLADE KNIFE 



PAPER BOW TIE 


JUMPING FROG 


SQUIRT GRENADE 



TRICK PENCIL 

TKYRTTE PENCIL 


CIGAR 



PLASTIC RING , 


MAGIC 

MONEY CHANGER 


TELESCOPE VIEWER 




WARBLING BIRD 
WHISTLE 


BED PAN Of 


AUTO ^ 
ASSORTMENT 




NOSE BLOWER 





MINIATURE 
SHRUNKEN HEAD 


WOOD YOYO 


4 


DIRECTIONAL 

COMPASS 



RUBBER DAGGER 




CHARM KNIFE 




SQUIRT CIGAR 


MUMMY 
IN COFFIN 



& 


CIGARETTE WHISTLE 
«a 


PAINTED 
JUMPING BEANS 



9 


JUMPING MOUSE 


HARMONICA 

gf 


PLASTIC PINj^V^-j' 
BALL GAME 


MAGIC CORD 




s&f 


It 


CHARM SKULL/ 


CAMERA 

SQUIRT 




CARD BOX TRICK % 


BEAN BLOWER 


plasty 
***** R « 



SHIP IN BOTTLE 


MINIATURE MIRROR 


RUBBER HOT DOG 


PLASTIC BUGS 


OFFICI AL SHE RIFF BADGi 

Official Shmiff I 





IDENTIFICATION 

BRACELET 


PLASTIC 
LOVING CUP 


PLASTIC BASEBALL \ 


NODDING 

TURTLE 


METAL 

CAMERA 


DAGGER 
WITH SHEATH 


r 


CHILDREN'S WATCH 


LANTERN RING TOSS 


HOLY BIBLE CHARM 


■IP— B3| 



FORTUNE TELLING FISH 


p o LYl 




SI( Hcton 


MINIATURE LOCK 

V ? 7 


CIGARETTE AND( 
MOUSTACHE * * 


B 


MASQUER/ 
GOGGLES 



PHONY HYPO 


PLASTIC 

GOGGLES 



ORDER NOW!. ..WHILE STOCK LASTS! ...HURRY ! 


The “TOY CLUB of AMERICA has branch 
order departments all over the U.S.A. 
Send your order to the one nearest you! 


Dept. 102 


P.0. BOX 54, MIAMI 62, FLORIDA 
P.0. BOX 1746, HOUSTON, TEXAS 
P.0. BOX 3031, SEATTLE 14, WASH. 

336 - 4th ST., BETTENDORF, IOWA 
P.0. BOX 116, BEN LOMOND, CALIF. 

P.0. BOX 3663, MILWAUKEE 17, WISC. 
P.0. BOX 126, DENTON, NEBRASKA 
P.0. BOX 4984, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF. 


TO: "TOY CLUB OF AMERICA": Please send me 


_ I 

I 

ONE LOAD OF TOYS @ $4.98 plus 99p postage and handling - $5.97 □ | 

TWO LOAziS OF TOYS @ $9.95 plus $1.98 postage and handling - $11.93 □ j 

LIMIT: TWO LOAllS ONLY! 

SPECIAL ‘‘INTRODUCTORY’’ SALE FOR LIMITED TIME ONLY! j 


NAME. 


ADDRESS. 


CITY. 


.ZONE. 


-STATE. 


— 25% Deposit required on all C.O.D. Orders — 

Enclosed is $ which is paid by; 

CHECK □ MONEY ORDER □ CASH □ 


GUARANTEE: YOU MUST BE SATISFIED - PLUS! 




AND REFRIGERATION 


loo’ll soon be hopp'f 


ONLY CTI SENDS PARTS 
AND TOOLS TO BUILD A 
CONDENSING UNIT ! 


\n ® new job#** ^ 


earning 6/G mon e y... 

... if you start training NOW for success in 

AIR COHDITIONING 


You could be earning top pay in months. It’s mostly a 
matter of getting your training now. Your best bet is to be 
a mechanic in the air conditioning and refrig- 
eration field. This industry is growing so fast 
that 20,000 newly trained mechanics are 
needed each year. Over 150 million units are 
in use; over 5 million new air conditioners, 
freezers and refrigerators are sold annually. 
Skilled men are desperately needed for in- 
stallation and repair work. Be a mechanic! 
Mail coupon for free success booklets on 
CTI’s amazing new Home Training Plan. 

You can earn cash during your training 

Because CTI training is so practical, you’ll soon be 
making profitable service calls. Perhaps you’ll work 
on your own. Or, you may prefer to get a part-time 
job with a local appliance dealer or air conditioning 
contractor. You can add to your present income this 
way. With extra cash, you can buy additional shop 
equipment, pay your tuition, even bank money. 

You could go in business and be independent 




You learn fast because you practice 
with real equipment — Get experience 


You train at home in spare time. No need to give up 
your present job; no need to leave home to attend a 
resident school. CTI sends 25 kits of parts and tools to 
build a heavy-duty, commercial-type, 14 h.p. refrigera- 
tion high-side (illustrated above.) You do 10 trouble- 
shooting and service jobs— it’s almost like field training! 

After assembling and working projects with your unit, 
you may build an air conditioner, refrigerator, freezer, or 
milk cooler. All parts and tools are sent without extra 
charge— they are yours to use and keep. 


You get all these quality mechanic’s tools 


Own a business— and enjoy independence! Thrill to the satisfaction of 
being the boss. Give orders— not take them! The refrigeration field is 
ideal for getting started on your own. You can make friends as you 
make service calls. In time, you’ll have a list of potential customers. 
You can also sign service contracts with food stores, taverns, restau- 
rants, etc. Ever so many CTI graduates have their own successful 
shops. Most of them began with nothing more than their new training 
and pluck. You, too, can start small and grow big. Be a business man! 

You could get into the profitable 
new auto air conditioning field 

Hundreds of thousands of new cars are being 
equipped with air conditioners. Auto dealers 
are advertising for skilled refrigeration me- 
chanics, offering premium pay, to set up serv- 
ice departments. Or, you can go in business 
for yourself, and contract with auto agencies 
to do this type of installation and repair. You 
can make big profits either way. 




You get special “tools of the 
trade’’ as part of your training. 
Included is a pressure gauge, 
vacuum gauge and testing 
manifold. You’ll use these tools 
to assemble and test the con- 
densing unit. Thus, you get not 
just tools— but equipment to 
practice with. (Why settle for 
one without the other?)' 

You must look into your opportunities 

Thousands of CTI graduates (and students) tell us they 
are getting better jobs, earning more money, working 
steady. Many are going in business. It is surprising how 
many report the best benefit of all is that they gained 
self-confidence. With so much at stake, can you afford 
to neglect your opportunities? Isn’t it worth a few min- 
utes of your time to find out? Just fill out and mail 
the handy coupon ! Be sure to act today. 


This is the home of CTI , one of the world’s great 
home study schools. Through this Institute you 
receive “training you can trust.” Over 40,000 
career graduates from coast to coast. 

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 

1 400 Greenleaf Avenue • Chicago 26, llinois 


FIRST GET THE FACTS-THEN DECIDE 

Mail Coupon Today for 2 Free Booklets 



COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 

1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE 

CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS Dept. R-7?7 

Send me your two opportunity booklets. Success in Air Condi- 
tioning & Refrigeration, and Lesson Sample. Both FREE. 


Nome. 


Age_ 


Address_ 
City 


_2one State— 




TRUE ADVENTURES • DECEMBER, 1960 



Will Red Russia surprise-attack 
before U.S. Spy-in-the-Sky satellites go 
into orbit— sometime in the next 
few months? During this critical period we 
are without effective warning 




Advance warning will "scramble" crews into the air to retaliate; lack of warning will catch them on ground. 

WIDE WORLD 


WIDE WORLD 



Allen Dulles, chief of the Central Intelligence Agency. 


■ IN 1943 a defiant Chinese spy named Rei Ling was 
lashed to a post in a Jap prison-camp compound and 
shot to death by firing squad. In June that same year a 
British undercover agent, Lieutenant Arthur Hampton, 
was dispatched by similar means deep within Nazi Ger- 
many. In August, 1955, a Soviet agent, Colonel Walter 
Abel, was captured here ip the United States and al- 
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though faced with a possible death penalty kept his lips 
clamped shut about his mission, and it was not neces- 
sary for Russia to fabricate a diplomatic defense. In 
1956 two European agents penetrated the Iron Curtain 
on an espionage assignment— and were never heard from 
again. 

Last May— 1960— an American agent in a U-2 high- 
altitude jetplane undertook a spy mission aimed at 
guarding the world against nuclear destruction. He was 
heard from again— loud and clear— after being shot down 
and speaking freely to Soviet interrogators as his U.S. 
orders required. The dramatic use Khrushchev made of 
that strangely unguarded information ended U-2 flights 
and left the West without an effective warning system 
until “Spy-in-the-Sky” satellites can be fired into orbit, 
many months from now. Can the nation’s fledgling 
espionage service, the Central Intelligence Agency, mean- 
time provide the intelligence information America so 
desperately needs in this period of world crisis? Here 
is a question that concerns your chances of living 
through the war-threatened Atomic Age. 

“In an era of nuclear weapons and a world shrunk 
by guided missile flights, rockets, and jets, the right 
piece of intelligence information, in time, would be 
worth— what’s the population of America?— yes, a hun- 
dred and eighty million lives.” 

These are the words of a tall, spare Polish agent whose 
massive contributions to America and the rest of the 
free world cannot be publicly measured without endan- 
gering vital parts of our national security. The only 

TRUE ADVENTURES 



thing that can safely be divulged now is that he 
is simply one of the most valued espionage 
agents in Western Europe today. Unfortunately 
for the United States, there are too few men 
like Jan in our own intelligence service. 

In the perilous, hard-breathing realm of in- 
trigue, Jan has come a long way. Even among 
toughened professionals he is considered a rare 
individual, one who by training, instinct, reflexes 
and temperament can pull off the biggest opera- 
tion with artful guile. Many times in the past, 
Jan has overcome staggering hazards to run 
espionage lines into the hostile Communist 
world. 

It takes years of training to produce an able 
intelligence man. Jan has a background few 
other agents can claim. In one way or another, 
he has been an underground worker in Europe 
ever since the fall of Poland in 1940. For Jan, 
the greatest change in the intervening years has 
been the identity of the hostile force— first 
Fascism, then Communism. But his mode of 
operation has remained basically the same. 

Lately, Jan has helped slip our field agents 
through cracks into the Communist interior. But 
before that he worked the hard, dirty end him- 
self. He made more than a dozen silent raids 
behind enemy lines. Twice he parachuted into 
enemy territory. Through this long exposure, 
Jan developed a penetrating knowledge of the 
dangerous art form called espionage. 

The western world will be shocked to learn 
from him of the present state of American in- 
telligence, and how in the past it has failed even 
to meet minimum (Continued on page 64) 
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Midget short-wave transmitter used by agents. 
DECEMBER, 1960 


Espionage agents use modern telescopic-lense cam- 
eras to get spy pictures without risking detection. 




Does she eye other men, talk to them too 

eagerly? Is she really faithful? Here are 
some ways to end your suspicions-or your 
engagement-before it is too late 


How to 

tell if 

She’s Really 


BY JULES ARCHER 


PHOTO BY GRAPHIC HOUSE 


■ WHEN John Grant returned home from the 
West Coast, his young second wife flew into his 
arms. “Oh, darling, darling— how I’ve missed you! 
The two weeks seemed like two years!” 

Her eyes darted to the box under his arm. “Is 
that something for me? Oh, Johnny, you angel!” 
“Yes, it’s for you. I'll let you have it in a mo- 
ment. But first tell me, what have you been doing 
while I was away?” 

“Doing? Just watching television and waiting 
for you to come home!” 

“Didn’t see any other man while I was gone, 
did you?” 

‘Oh, Johnny! You’re always so suspicious! Of 
course not, silly. There’s no one else in my life 
but you, angel!” 

“Fine,” he said, handing her the box. 
“I just wanted to hear it from your own 
lips, that’s all. Now here’s your pres- 
ent, dear little wife.” 




Opening the box eagerly, she took out a tiny 
oblong container with plastic buttons at one end. 
“What is it?” 

“A midget tape recorder. Here, I’ll show you 
how it works.” 

He pressed a switch. Two transistorized voices— 
a man’s and a woman’s— filled the room. The wom- 
an's voice was her own. The conversation was the 
kind rarely heard anywhere but in strictest privacy. 

John Grant’s wife stared at him, stunned. “You 
—you sneaky, rotten beast!” she gasped. “How did 
you get that recording?” 

“It was made for me by my good friend Gary 
Beach, the man you were with, my dear.” 

“You— you put him up to it!” she spluttered, 
astounded. “You got your best friend to romance 
your own wife!" 

“I’ve been suspicious of you for the whole year 
we’ve been married. But I couldn’t prove anything 
because you were too (Continued on page 52) 
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Once a year the sea boils with tuna and the fishermen of Favignana 
gamble bloody death against a golden sea harvest in the fleeting. 







Men set out to sea— for tuna, or another day of dismal failure. 


■ FOUR DOZEN weather-burned men 
in four open ,boats wait quietly in the 
early morning mists as a steam-driven tug 
tows them in rope-linked line out to sea 
from the tiny Egadi group of islands west 
of Trapani, Sicily. It is four a.m. and cold 
on the water. The men shiver in their 
dirty old clothes, warmed only by the 
knowledge that in another hour they will 
be at the nets. With luck, they will make 
the long awaited mattanza — the tuna kill. 
They can return with full boats, or they 
can come home empty, frustrated by the 
sea, committed to another mattanza try 
on the following day, or the day after that, 
or every day until the season ends. 

Each year the meaty, tasty, profit-filled 
tuna appear in vast schools off the shores 
of Sicily en route south on a mass spawn- 
ing migration. Since the time of the ancient 
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exciting minutes of 


FINNED 

FURY 


PHOTOS BY 
RENE BURRI 
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Fleet commander uses small glass-bottomed boat to study underwater nets. 


Plenty of life still in these tough 
ones, and they won't quit flailing 
until gaffed and tossed onto barge. 


TRUE ADVENTURES 


Phoenicians, May or June has been 
the critical period for the temporary 
citizens of the Egadi Islands. In the 
year 1960 it is the same as it was in 
the year 960. Ceremonial songs are 
sung, a sea watch is posted for the 
arrival of the tuna, prayers are whis- 


pered, an intricate system of net 
traps is laid into the sea. 

Gian Battista Parodi, who owns 
the small fleet and the cannery on 
little Favignana Island, acquired his 
holdings in 1938 from descendants 
of the original developer, a states- 


man of the 1800s named Vitorio 
Florio. Parodi preserves tradition by 
operating the firm under its original 
name, Stabilimento Florio, despite 
the fact that the end product is 
boiled tuna meat in modern tin cans. 
If there are ( Continued on page 48 ) 



Nets drawn tight, men with hooked poles haul in slithering sea giants worth many lira to cannery operator. 


Tuna are sectioned for canning process as soon as the barges bring them in from the sea. 
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The Devil's trigger-finger, in the person of Anthony Dotti, blasted Anne Kenny and Domenick Megan to death. 


■ HAVE you ever had an almost 
unconquerable desire to kill some- 
one and thus eliminate some over- 
whelming stumbling block in your 
path? Criminologists who have made 
lifelong studies of the baser side of 
thousands of men and women in all 


walks of life claim almost every hu- 
man adult has at some time or other 
toyed with this idea: murder. 

Last year some four thousand 
American humans of both sexes stop- 
ped toying and committed the deed. 
That, at least, is how many got 


caught. An estimated ten thousand 
managed to escape arrest— in any 
case, they haven’t yet been caught. 

Why did they do it? Rage, jeal- 
ousy, hatred, lover’s quarrel, elimina- 
tion of competition, are the top in- 
spirations for what police call “ama- 
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TRUE ADVENTURES 


Buried deep in every human is 
the ugly, vicious impulse called 
“the urge to kill.” Here are true 
accounts of how any man may be 
triggered back into savagery if he 
suddenly finds himself stained with 



by J. HOYT CUMMING 

PHOTOS BY U. P. I. 


Teen-aged girl from Modena, 
Pennsylvania, Helen Moyer, 
was run down by a truck, 
raped, thrown into a well, 
and blown up by dynamite. 


DECEMBER, 1960 



French financier, Serge Stavisky, avoided fraud arrest by bullet. 


teur” murders. Tracking down killers 
with these motives generally is sim- 
ple, no matter how cleverly the deed 
was planned. 

It’s the professional killer who be- 
fuddles the gendarmes. He coldblood- 
edly liquidates his victims for money 
and leaves few or no clues as to his 
identity. He might be anybody. 

But even the pros aren’t always 
smart. A few strands of hair, a 
dropped handkerchief, fingerprints, 
unseen witnesses, and a dozen other 
unthought-of clues trap so many pro- 
fessionals that penitentiaries are 
crowded to the rafters with them. 



Frank Balletti fought for his life against furious Florence Bartlett's savage butcher knife attack. Woman lost. 
26 TRUE ADVENTURES 


J. Edgar Hoover, the nation’s top 
cop as head of the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, again and again has 
warned that murder does not pay and 
can prove it with cold facts. Hoover 
bemoans the tragedy that hot-blooded 
aduhs who lose control of their tem- 
pers won’t heed these FBI figures of 
1958, the latest official totals avail- 
able: In that year 2,303 murderers 
were arrested by local cops in towns 
and cities of more than twenty-five 
hundred population. Another thou- 
sand were bagged by state cops or 
sheriffs in rural counties. 

The FBI breakdown on ages of the 
killers in cities tells a story in itself. 
Of the 2,303 nabbed liquidators, only 
thirty-six wet-eared teen-agers of 
fifteen or younger are recorded. They 
just got mad at a pal or played cow- 
boy with loaded guns. 

Teen-agers from sixteen to twenty 


who got caught numbered 281, most- 
ly youngsters who bungled robberies 
or got entangled by overwhelming 
“love.” 

The boys (and a few girls) twenty- 
one to twenty-four totaled 276 and 
extinguished their victims for ap- 
proximately the same reasons, with 
knives, guns, clubs, bricks or some- 
times poisons. An added flavor of 
hatred and jealousy is listed as mo- 
tive. 

From twenty-five to twenty-nine 
the total of killers increases to 369 
and from thirty to thirty-four adds 
up to 363. From ages thirty-five to 
thirty-nine apparently is a cooling off 
period. The total solved killings in 
the forty to forty-four group totals 
231 and tapers off to 158 by killers 
forty-five to forty-nine years of age. 

Apparently men and women over 
fifty don’t spend much time plotting 


the death of anybody— friend or foe. 
The total over that ripened age is 
297. 

All of which proves that the urge 
to kill isn’t centered in any age group, 
beginning with school kids under 
fifteen and continuing to great grand- 
fathers in their ninetys. 

Neither is the gruesome act of 
destruction confined to men and 
women with little or no money. Mil- 
lionaires get kill urges too. Serge 
Stavisky, French banker involved in 
a forty-million-dollar 1934 scandal, 
pulled the trigger on himself rather 
than stand investigation. 

Outstanding among wealthy “killers 
is the case of a suave, handsome, 
middle-aged and affluent Midwestern- 
er who spiraled a few pennies into 
millions by applying his Midas touch 
to oil wells in Texas. This man spent 
most of (Continued on page 1 6) 







Bandit Richard Chamorro, New York, elected to 
shoot it out with store owner, and was cut down. 



Love may have compelled Ira Schwartz to finish 
off Sandra Chick, and himself, with .22 bullets. 
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Cast out by good folk, girls were carried to 
the opposite bank, set up wide-open sin town. 


6 




■ IT STARTED when heavy black clouds piled thunder 
up above the far distant hills. It broke in the mightiest 
downpour any of them had ever seen. They cursed the 
land, they cursed themselves, they cursed the wind and 
the rain. The big canvas tarp, the only shelter over one " 
of their two wagons, had been blown away by a tremen- 
dous gust. They were drenched to the skin, raw, miser- 
able, straggly-haired, weeping. Wet clothes clinging tight- 
ly to the contours of their bodies revealed them for 
what they were: twenty-one well built pioneer prostitutes. 

Melinda Young, buxom leader of the all-female wagon 
train, unbuttoned her dress with an expression of deep 
disgust on her pretty face. She shucked her mud- 
soddened clothes, kicked off both shoes, and tried to 


Men were moving West so 
Madam Melinda led a wagon 
train of painted women 
across the plains to make 
her “house” a homestead 


by HARLAND FLOURIE 




Scarlet Women of the Platte 


stow them in a dry spot underneath a 
wagon. Clad in lace-ruffled panties, 
Melinda set a free-striding, volup- 
tuous example for the other girls. In 
a matter of seconds, all members of 
the trail party had stripped down to 
pantaloons, or less, to make walking 
easier. Had hostile Indians elected to 
raid at that moment, the nude nymphs 
would have unfeathered the redskins 
and sent them slinking home to their 
squaws, far less noble than before. 

They had acquired one wagon and 
most of the equipment, in three days 
and three nights, from a lonely farmer 
whose cabin they had chanced upon 
along the trail leading out of Kearney, 
Nebraska. They could have acquired 
the farmer, too— after Melinda and 
her charmers, the farm had nothing 
to offer the man. But Melinda drew 
the line. She didn’t want any of her 
troupe loused up with a man until 
they got to where girls were worth 
their weight in glittering gold to men 
with a glitter in their eyes. That was 
Great Falls, Montana, Melinda said. 

She had made it sound simple 
when they started, but none of the 
girls had the kind of experience 
which cautioned them against head- 
ing for Montana by way of Nebraska 
and the Platte. The prospect of hik- 
ing along the passes of the Tetons 
and wandering about the main crest 
of the Rockies didn’t discourage 
them. Residents of the central Mis- 
sissippi Valley— born and bred within 
spitting distance of Cairo, Illinois— 
mountains to them were something 
found only in geography books, and 
Melinda’s kind had rarely cracked the 
covers of a book. 

Melinda Young was a shrewd 
woman. Just a month or two over 
twenty-one, possessed of a ripely 
curved figure and intriguing gray 
eyes, she was even more ambitious 
than she was amoral, which is saying 
a lot considering that since the age 
of fourteen she had worked as a river 
town prostitute. Melinda was bold, 
and so was her scheme. 

The War between the States was 
over now and America was moving 
west. Even more important, the rail- 
roads were going west, mile by mile 


toward and over the Divide to the 
Pacific shore. News filtered back 
slowly but the word that did arrive 
was, from Melinda’s point of view, 
all good. Girls not half as comely as 
she was were literally coining for- 
tunes in the wild joints of Cheyenne 
and Laramie, collecting almost any 
sum they demanded from the woman- 
hungry railroaders spiking down the 
tracks along the northern route. 

Melinda Young was a born or- 
ganizer. Wandering along the Cairo 
waterfront, she persuaded some 
twenty hot numbers of her acquaint- 
ance to pool resources— fleshy and fi- 
nancial— and head west, where the 
deer, the antelope and the money 
play. The destination she picked was 
the township known as Great Falls, 
Montana, through which the Great 
Northern Railroad was racing the 
Northern Pacific toward the bonanzas 
of Washington, Oregon, and the 
north Pacific Coast. 

“It’ll be easy,” she kept repeating 
to every girl she met. “It’s not half 
as rough a trip as it used to be. We 
can go almost half way by train, 
along the Union Pacific as far as 
Cheyenne, and from there it’s only a 
short way north.” 

For twenty-one very sexy reasons, 
things went wrong— a lot of things. 

Somewhere west of Grand Island, 
Nebraska, the girls struck up an ac- 
quaintance with a whiskey salesman 
and a faro dealer, hardly a compa- 
tible pair. By the time the train rolled 
into Kearney they had witnessed a 
small war. The railroad car had suc- 
cessfully withstood a first-class fire, 
the whiskey salesman was thoroughly 
deflated, punctured by six neat holes 
through his head and chest, the faro 
dealer was safely in irons awaiting 
trial for arson and murder, and the 
girls were stood up by the side of the 
track watching their transportation 
belch smoke over the horizon. De- 
trained, because the men had fought 
over them. And unable to hook on 
with a wagon train because trail 
bosses feared the same thing would 
happen again. 

They might have stayed in Kear- 
ney. Certainly, as material witnesses 


to murder they would have been en- 
titled to food and board, at the ex- 
pense of the state of Nebraska, until 
trial time. Neither Melinda nor any 
of her shapely cohorts relished this 
prospect. They bought a small wagon 
and got out of town fast, and they 
kept going. Swept over the Phelps 
County farmer, swept across the 
Platte with his uncovered wagon, 
swept through a case of eastern al- 
coholic brew, courtesy of the uncon- 
tested estate of their late friend, the 
whiskey salesman. 

The sheriff back in Kearney had 
by this time requested other officers 
of the law to help him locate his wit- 
nesses. A murder prosecution was at 
stake. The girls didn’t actually know 
that they were wanted, but they 
weren’t taking any chances. They 
avoided all large towns with telegraph 
stations, conducting what “business” 
they had to do in the lesser ones. 
All the main settlements for some 
unknown reason— could it have been 
the railroad?— lay on the north bank. 
So the girls traveled the south side 
and ran into unforeseen trouble. 

They earned enough money to buy 
a large tent, a cover for one wagon 
as protection against the rain, and a 
few other essentials as they moved 
slowly and inevitably westward in the 
path of the great river. They passed 
the city of North Platte during a 
heavy rainstorm. This was unfor- 
tunate since they never noticed that 
the river divided here. Keeping stead- 
ily to the south bank, it was natural 
that they followed the south fork. A 
few hours later the North Platte was 
only a will-o-the-whisp in the dis- 
tance. They were heading southwest, 
toward Colorado and Denver. 

It was about eighty miles from 
North Platte to the Colorado border, 
but longer by river. And the girls, 
the rankest amateurs when it came 
to travel, followed every bend and 
turn. They dared not let the water out 
of their sight. Across the river was 
a set of railroad tracks which they 
mistakenly thought would lead to 
Cheyenne, their jumping off point. 
“It will be easier when we leave 
Nebraska,” ( Continued on page 62 ) 
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(or any other month) 


■ Toni Meade believes that 
honesty is the best policy and 
claims she can spot a fraud, a 
phony or a “line”— two city 
blocks away. She lays it right on 
the line, herself: she is twenty- 
four ( and has the birth certificate 
to prove it) but when she is 
forty-four she insists there will 
be forty-four candles flaming 
on her party cake. No false 
vanity here. Other statistics 
furnished by the congenial 
blonde seem to have an Honest 
Abe ring of truth to them— in 
the usual order, 37-22-35. 
Doubters need not write to the 
Bureau of Vital Statistics at 
Omaha, Nebraska— Toni’s 
birthplace-to confirm these facts. 




— 



All that is necessary is a quick gander at this 
and the following few pages. 

A gal with such deadly seriousness of purpose, 
and such a dogmatic viewpoint toward honesty, 
might at first impression seem somewhat on 
the dull side. Not Toni. Mention baseball and 
her hazel eyes glow like a guy who has just 
hit his first home run after twenty years in 
the game. She probably won’t need a scorecard 
to find out who’s on first, and she isn’t apt 
to ask you— during a tense rally— whether the 
man in the white uniform shouting “Hot dog” 
is a paid professional hometeam cheer-leader. 

Besides being photogenic, Toni is a live 







wire on the badminton 
court. This is her racquet 
and any male conceited 
enough to think he can 
drub Toni at the game will 
most likely end up getting 
the bird from her— but siz- 
zling fast. 

In other moments, and 
in different mood, Toni is 
an enthusiastic jazz fan— 
but honest jazz, man, hon- 
est. On her flip side, Toni 
is a serious student of cur- 
rent events. This world is 
where she lives, and she 
likes to know what’s going 
on in it. 

Toni Meade shapes up 
as 116 pounds, 5 feet 51/£ 
inches of sensible, inter- 
esting young lady, a gen- 
uine person who merits 
honest respect. She’s mod- 
eling now, but the con- 
sensus of opinion is she 
will before long be in the 
flickers (Hollywood, man, 
Hollywood) . 
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Sf the girl was extraordinary, so was the manner in which her accomplice used his knife. 


OGLING ADMIRERS. AND, ONCE BEWITCHED BY IT, THIS 
BEAUTY WAS SOMETIMES THE LAST THING MEN EVER SAW! 


by HIRAM J. HERBERT ■ RICHMOND police had no 

illustrated by norm saunders specific idea who the hellcat was. 

They knew only what had been 
blurted by mauled, upset, and red-faced men who had come to head- 
quarters where they displayed the physical appearance of having tangled 
with a clawed windmill. The wild one had taken money and everything 
else of value a man’s pocket could hold or a wrist or finger could sport. 
She had stripped them clean and left them cold after promising paradise 
in the back seat of a car. 

“Describe this hot number,” Detective Captain Orris D. Garton asked 
the shamed young men who came in a ( Continued on page 72 ) 


Killer knew, in the 
end, girl used him. 


KISS 


AND DIE 


WHEN VIOLET DID HER STRIPTEASE, 
ONLY A BLACKJACK COULD DULL 
THE GLEAM IN THE EYES OF HER 



lilt 












Hamburg offers international flavor but only one spice: sex. 


by CYRUS W. BELL 


■ THE roll of drums brought on a dimming of lights as a young 
and sexy blonde waltzed out on stage with her stunning anatomical 
equipment unhidden by a wispy, transparent evening gown. The man 
at the microphone introduced her as Greta the Great. After another 
rumble of drums, a clash of cymbals and a fanfare of brassy horns, 
Greta struck a suggestive, come-hither pose, and sinuously demon- 
strated what she was great at. 

“Those tickets we distributed a few moments ago,” explained the 
master of ceremonies in his gutteral voice, “are your lottery stubs. 
Hold onto these numbers. The Striptease Lottery is about to begin.” 

Lifting up a top-hat full of stubs, the man held it expectantly 
as the rouged fraulein, still gyrating her hips, reached daintily to 
pull out a slip. 

“Twenty-three,” she shrilled, her eyes scanning the crowd. Over 
on the far side a British seaman jumped up and bellowed, “Blimey! 
That’s me— that’s my number!” 
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Pretty girls along the Reeperbahn flash alluring smiles at passing males, who do much more than windowshop. 



Candidates for striptease stardom take it off in 
bump battles while nightclubbers judge contests. 



Another joint may feature a variety of dance acts 
or a beauty contest with nudes from every nation. 
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HONKY-TONK TOWN 


“Mein lieber Freund,” announced the M.C., 
“you are the winner of Greta’s dress.” 

Another fanfare filled the room as the holder 
of the lucky ticket wended his way past the 
crazy-quilt tables filled with beer-guzzling pa- 
trons. Though somewhat tipsy, he managed to 
reach the platform in good style, there to carry 
out his “award” by removing the lady’s first 
garment. 

The Englishman, trying hard to be a good 
sport and a jolly reveler, was all thumbs as 
he attempted to undress Greta the Great. Her 
gown had a long row of buttons all the way 
down the back, and while he fumbled with 
them, Greta wriggled and twisted and wriggled 
some more, throwing in an occasional bump 
for good measure. 

“Stop, you are tickling me,” the Great One 
laughed. And the audience roared with her. 
“That’s no way to undress a girl. You must be 
more romantic. You must face me and hold 
your arms around me, like so!” 

In a lithe movement, she planted the Briton 
squarely in front of her and drew him to her 
tape-measure bosom. The poor salt was still 
trying desperately to undo her buttons while 


Greta blew into his ear, tickled him with her 
nose, kissed him on the forehead, cheeks, and 
mouth. All this was accompanied to the hoots 
and howls of the good-natured crowd. The sea- 
man, blushing profusely, finally unclasped the 
gown and Greta flicked it off with a swift 
movement. More lusty cheers. Greta kissed him 
with intense concentration and sent him reel- 
ing back to his seat. 

Demurely, she selected another number. 
“Forty-three!” she sang out. 

This time a German businessman, fat and 
fifty— and somewhat frightened— waddled up to 
the stage and nervously took off Greta’s shoes. 
“Number Twenty!” she called, and an Ameri- 
can student on a holiday removed her long 
stockings. Greta was now down to G-string and 
bra. 

The fellow who won the bra award— Number 
Ninety-four— gave a whoop and a holler a la 
Dallas, Texas, as he galloped up front to un- 
bare the waiting young woman. But his hands 
were too shaky as he tried to undo the delib- 
erately complicated double clasp of the paper- 
thin brassiere. The shapely fraulein laughed 
with amusement ( Continued on page 78) 



Mud plus women wrestlers is a main attraction at several clubs along the street of sin. And the girls can wrestle, 




Until he saw with his own eyes, he 
refused to believe a United Nations 
report— 40,000 girls to be kidnaped 
this year in Europe and Africa and 
marched across the Sahara for sale 
to wealthy Arabian liarem owners! 


by VITO CHIANA ■ THE faces of 

as told to Robert imbree the girl secretar- 
ies in the large 
office tightened with the look of fear which 
most of us outside the law learn to ignore. 
Even in Paris my tight-fitting striped suit, 
dark hair, rough face, and slight hump in 
the armpit area added up to Sicilian mob- 
ster— Mafia, all things evil. Particularly in 
this office, that of Madame Legrand-Falco, 
president of the French Women’s League 
Against White Slavery. My name is Vito 




aw 


the Slave Girl 


Market 


Chiana. I am twenty-six years of age and 
the Italian carabinieri has already sent me 
to prison twice, each time for a six-month 
period, each time for murderous assault. 
This happened seven years ago when I 
was young, newly strong, eager to test my 
toughness in the Sicilian underworld. After- 
ward I worked as a farmhand, as they say 
in America— went straight. In January, 
1959, I entered the office of Madame Le- 
grand-Falco, carrying a letter from the 
carabinieri in Palermo, and wearing under 
my coat a .38 caliber Beretta automatic. 

Scilla Chiana, my sister, disappeared 
without trace on December 11, 1958. The 
deathbed request of my father, Salvator, 
was that I find Scilla, so I was committed 
by word of honor to the discouraging and 
hopeless search ( Continued on page 68 ) 




42 





Master of 


Dollar for dollar, corpse for corpse, Holmes might 
have become America’s most successful lady killer — 
if one pretty doll hadn’t talked out of turn and 
exposed the most shocking mass murderer in history 


by LEWIS THOMPSON 

ILLUSTRATED BY SHANNON STIRNWEIS 


The hotel was exclusively for girl guests, who were much easier to kill. 


■ THE Chicago police broke into the fantastic building on the 
corner of Sixty-third and Wallace Streets too late. It was the scene 
of the. most prodigious mass dirty work this country has ever 
known: officers found a death den in which more than twenty 
young girls— and several men— had been murdered. 

For days the cops ranged over the place, and what they found 
made them sick. Aside from documentary evidence to prove whole- 
sale murder, there were plenty of other grisly signposts. Gas pipes, 
with controls on the outside, led to some of the castle’s windowless 
rooms; its victims apparently had been asphyxiated while they slept. 
The furnace in the cellar bore remnants of human flesh, as did a 
coffin-like vat, which contained a consuming acid. Skulls were 
unearthed from the dirt floor; and it was later established that the 
master of the castle had sold the skeletons of several of his victims. 
He had also gone into commerce with other by-products of the 
murder factory, namely, the hair ( Continued on page 80 ) 






Sixteen feet of glistening monster crashed against our dinghy. The skipper's .45 seemed like a kid's toy. 


A millionaire’s missing 
yacht— a bullet-riddled 
empty seaplane— a human 
arm . . . added up to track- 
less murder as the skipper 
of Patrol Boat 999 took on 
the sea’s most fantastic 
double murder mystery 


■ WE of the Coast Guard Patrol Boat 999 were a happy 
crew. In Lieutenant Kane we had an ideal officer in charge, 
for he possessed the happy talent of commanding respect 
without provoking resentment. We were glad to carry out his 
orders, content to serve under him. 

“What you birds do ashore is your own business,” Kane 
told us once, expressing his philosophy of command. “What 
you do aboard is mine. That’s the way it’ll be. We can make 
this boat a heaven or a hell.” 

We made it a sailorman’s heaven. Kane was considered 
somewhat too lenient by other patrol boat skippers, but none 
could dispute the fact that he got the most from his crew. 

In Key West we berthed at one of the small finger piers in 
the one-time Submarine Basin of the Navy Yard. Before going 
on liberty we were obliged to ( Continued on page 58) 




Cutters find the sea south of Florida a trouble zone 



many tuna in the nets, and the fish 
are running to size, Parodi will make 
as much as fifty thousand American 
dollars this day. Of he may lose three 
to four hundred dollars in daily ex- 
penses. 

Far more is at stake than mere 
money. Here is the eternal struggle 
between man and nature; the honor 
of the firm, the fleet commander, 
and the individual is on the line. The 
fleet commander shoulders great re- 
sponsibility. He is a stern-faced, 
stocky man in tweed jacket and 
black cap called Rais who rides in 
one of the two small boats. A month 
before, in April, Rais planned, pre- 
pared, and positioned the complicat- 
ed network which forms the tonnara: 
a mile and a half underwater “tun- 
nel” of nets designed to turn the 
giant tuna around and around and 
slowly draw them beyond the barri- 
ers into the net chambers from which 
there is little hope of escape. His 
boat has a wide glass window in its 
bottom. When at the nets, Rais will 
peer through this window into the 
clear blue water, study the tonnara, 
count the number of entrapped fish, 
give or not give the order for mat- 
tanza. 

At five o’clock they are in posi- 
tion. The commander signals the tug 
captain to cut adrift the two big 
boats, the vascellos. The pair of 
dories, crewed by sturdy oarsmen, 
carefully nudge the open barge-like 
vascellos into position on either side 
of the rectangle formed by the un- 
derwater net chambers. Anchors are 
dropped. 

One dory begins to make slow 
circles between the barges. Kneeling 
in this boat is Rais, peering through 
the window, trying to glimpse and 
count the streaking, shadowy forms 
of his quarry. He sees tunafish cir- 
cling and turning, some in the tun- 
nels, some in the chambers. On one 
vascello the men stand in line, silent, 
fingers hooked into the top of a net 
which, once jerked up, shuts off the 


main chamber from all tunnels, closes 
the lone avenue of escape. 

Rais gets to his feet and waves his 
arms. Somberly. He has seen only a 
few tuna. They must wait. 

By noon the tuna have not ap- 
peared. It seems that this year the 
fish has lost the romantic drive which 
compels it to seek its private spawn- 
ing grounds. The boatmen are de- 
pressed. 

Rais stands up, drops on all fours 
above the glass window in his dory 
bottom. He waves, with excited mo- 
tions. Below, a dark, slithery mass of 
scurrying forms has appeared in the 
net tunnels. Tuna! Crowding, jam- 
ming, toward the traps by the hun- 
dred! 

Tense fingers grip the trapdoor 
net as the men again line the deck of 
the barge. Rais raises an arm, drops 
it, shouts: “Mattanza! Mattanza!” 

Hard-muscled backs strain against 
the weight of the net, heaving up- 
ward. A ceremonial song, used more 
for rhythmic coordination among the 
men than for purposes of supersti- 
tion, breaks the morning-long si- 
lence. “Aja mola, aja mola! Jan-tzo, 
jan-tzo! San Petru pescaturi!” 

It is a mixture of Sicilian and 
Arabic words the meanings of which 
have grown obscure even to the 
fishermen of Favignana. But they 
sing, and they haul on the net, and 
in a moment Rais— peering through 
his wet window— signals that the trap- 
door is in position. The tuna are 
caught! 

Swiftly, expertly, the two dories 
skim to each end of the rectangle, 
completing it by anchoring cross- 
wise between the two heavy barges. 
Men on the barges and in the dories 
reach down with long wood gaffing 
staffs and draw up ropes attached to 
the net floor of the main chamber 
which have been kept above surface 
by corked bottles. These ropes are 
tightly pulled to the surface until the 
fishermen feel the weight hard on 
their backs and shoulders and know 


that the catch is a big one. Fingers 
clawing now into the slack of the 
floor net itself, they begin the actual 
mattanza, the kill. 

“Aja mola, aja mola! Jan-tzo, 
jan-tzo !” 

Hand over hand, they haul in the 
net. The sea within the closed-off 
rectangle begins to seethe. Huge fins 
break out of water; silvery bodies 
flash up in the sun, crash down. The 
sea boils white with foam. Fish hurl 
themselves savagely at the walls of 
the net, flop back, hurl themselves 
again. 

Now the net has been hauled to 
the highest point man can bring it. 
So it is fastened to the boats and the 
fishermen reach for their hooked 
poles. A tuna is gaffed; one, two, 
three, four poles sink into the fish. 
Eight men strain on the poles, haul 
the hefty tuna aboard, duck respect- 
fully as the wildly thrashing tail 
menaces them. The fish is flung be- 
hind them, into the flat-bottomed 
deck hold of the barge, where in a 
matter of a few moments it will die. 

Other tuna are hooked and other 
battles between man and fish end 
with the inevitable defeat of the fish. 
Salt-water spray splatters the men, 
their clothes soak red with blood, 
their breath comes in loud gasps, 
they are beyond speech capability. 

The primitive struggle wages on, 
seemingly endless, but there comes a 
moment when the water is calm, 
when no fins or foam are seen. For 
a few seconds the men seem para- 
lyzed, uncomprehending. Then hands 
steal to caps, and bareheaded, the 
fishermen pray. 

Afterward the men jump into the 
sea, onto the raised net, and wallow- 
ing gleefully wash the blood from 
themselves and their work clothes. 
Back aboard the boats, they care- 
fully lower the net to the floor of 
the main trap chamber, and turn 
toward home, Favignana Island. By 
the time they arrive, the men on the 
barges have totaled up a catch of 
two hundred and eighty-six huge 
tuna. Gian Battista Parodi greets 
the fishermen with a congratulatory 
smile and a promise of a bonus. 

Even as the tunafish are unloaded, 
cut, boiled, and canned, the hardy 
fishermen are putting out to sea 
again— a lone dory is sent to begin a 
new death watch. More tuna could 
be coming this way. There is high 
hope for a second mattanza. ■ 
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is The BIG FAT 
FLAME 
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by Harry Mayer 
As told to him by 

Colonel Fred P. Dollenberg 

Award as Philadelphia's most decorated flyer, suc- 
ceeding a similar award to Marine hero Al (Pride 
of the Marines) Schmid. He was one of the first 
to personally pilot Gen. Douglas MacArthur. Evi- 
dently there was considerable brilliance to this 
young fighter; he started the climb up to the 
brain brass, and some of the military manuals he 
was charged with preparing are still used by the 
Air Force. (Only part of this did I drag out of 
Dollenberg. Indeed it was only through reading 
a newspaper file that I learned of the Colonel's 
outstanding combat record!) 

It was while Dollenberg was in command of a 


We were stuck in the busy mid-Manhattan 
street. Behind us the traffic piled bumper 
to bumper, horns screeching indignantly. 
The colonel leaned over to our cab driver. 
"What’s wrong?” he asked. 

The cabbie pointed with his cigarette to the 
car in front, “Look.” 

We did. The car ahead of us - a shiny 1960 
model — had stalled and the starter clattered 
endlessly with that empty metallic sound that you 
know in advance is not going to make the motor 
catch. Twisting the ignition key in helpless fury, 
the unfortunate motorist at the same time was 
exchanging uncomplimentary opinions with the 
drivers of the vehicles snarled behind him. At 
length he piled out of the car, wrenched at the 
hood, and looked fiercely at the inert engine. To 
no one in particular, but as though to vindicate 
himself to his tormenters, he shouted: “I just 
know it’s those damned spark plugs. Only two 
thousand miles and already they’re shot!" 

Startled, I turned to my companion. “Colonel," 

I demanded, “is this a plant?" He stared back at 
me, then he got it and he began to laugh. So did 
I, in a moment, and there we were in this taxicab, 
stalled between skyscrapers and going no place, 
roaring as though we’d never stop. 

Spark plugs! That was the joke. The Colonel and 
I were on our way to his downtown office where 
I was scheduled to interview him for a magazine 
story. The subject — spark plugs. 

You see, Col. Fred Dollenberg is the inventor 
and manufacturer of a device which is designed 
to allow automobiles to run without spark plugs! 

Later, sitting in his top floor office, with the 
drapes parted to reveal the exciting lower Man- 
hattan skyline, I got a more leisurely look at the 
Colonel, I wondered and asked about his smashed 
nose, - the war maybe? - and he smiled and 
said no, just an opposing tackle with a very hard 
head. Dollenberg was a star fullback at St 
Joseph’s in Philadelphia before he joined the 
Army Air Force as a pilot immediately after he 
got his degree as an engineer. After war was 
declared against Japan and Germany, he saw 
enough action to later receive the Inquirer Hero 


“The spark plug was invented more 
than 40 years ago. For the last 20 
years it has not been doing an ade- 
quate job. The V. S. Navy and Air 
Force knew this only too well. The 
Naval Bureau of Aeronautics coop- 
erated with me by undertaking ex- 
tensive, expensive testing to replace 
obsolete spark plugs with this new 
efficient type of fuel ignition. We 
were successful with the LS-702 — the 
aircraft predecessor of the present 
Lectra Fuel Igniter for automobiles. 
Today this extraordinary invention 
is replacing spark plugs in tens of 
thousands of automobiles through- 
out the country. By 1961 every car 
made will carry fuel igniters not 
spark plugs” . . . Col. Fred P. Dollen- 
berg. USAF Res. from a speech at the 
Conrad Hilton Hotel, Chicago, 

January 8, 1958. 


task force of seasoned P-40 pilots that a grim 
incident took place which set the then Capt. 
Dollenberg off on his restless search for perfec- 
tion. A young ace, coming in safe and sound from 
a mission where he had gone through murderous 
enemy fire, never made it to his safe hut a few 
hundred yards away. He nosed a bit too low — 
no engine power to get the plane up quickly — 
and the trees that lay just short of the runway 
caught the plane and pilot and crashed both. 
Dollenberg was horrified at the accident and at 
the paralysis of fatalism that seemed to settle 
on the shoulders of officers and enlisted men 
alike in the face of a tragedy so senseless. . . . 
After all, it seemed to say, it is true, isn’t it, 
that more planes are lost through engine failure 
and other non-combat accidents than are brought 
down by the Japs? You had to expect such things 
—and accept them. ... But Dollenberg couldn’t 
accept it. Not when the cause of this type of 
accident could be ripped out of the engine. 

“Plug failure?”, I asked. He nodded, shortly. 
“This tragedy and others, too. Too many others. 
Did you kpow that spark plugs were invented more 
than 40 years ago for engines whose limit was 20 
miles an hour? These very same spark plugs? And 
that in principle they haven’t been changed an 
iota since? Can you imagine a 2000 horsepower 
motor depending for ignition on a skinny little 
spark that had been intended to help Grandpa 
toot around the square on a Sunday afternoon? 
Well, that’s what these boys had under their P-40 
hoods.” The accident had started him off on his 
search, I supposed, and again he nodded. It hadn't 
been an easy journey. Apathy, defeatism— a young 
enthusiasm will always encounter these. I've done 
many success interviews, and it's a rare success 
that has been a joyride. Dollenberg spent long 
hours off duty working on the problem of the 
antiquated spark plug, but when the war ended 
he still hadn't cracked it. Returning to a young 
wife and family the Colonel organized a nan- 
scheduled commercial airline and operated it for 
3 million miles, even introducing gliders for the 
first time in commercial aviation. 

If it hadn't been for some weight-throwing on 
the part of one of the larger airlines which had 


( continued on next page) 
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begun to smart under the irritating competition 
it was getting from the Dollenberg outfit, the 
young man would undoubtedly have succeeded in 
commercial aviation and this particular story 
wouldn’t have been written. But as it was, Dollen- 
berg was forced out of business on the sort of 
technicality that somehow seems always to crop 
out against the small business, not the big. He 
had to sell. 

Well, there he was — with a little money left 
from the debacle, a family, and a living to make 
for them. He turned his attention once more to 
the anachronism of modern engines — the spark 
plug. Starting again from scratch, he reviewed the 
problem. 

“It’s really quite simple,” said Col. Dollenberg. 
"An engine provides power for a vehicle because 
gasoline, sprayed into the cylinder, is ignited by 
a spark. When ignited the gasoline burns pushing 
the piston down into the cylinder. The more com- 
plete the burning of the gas the more force in 
the cylinder. The more force, the more power. 
Obviously, therefore, the larger the spark the 
more gas ignited and burned. What we were after 
was a much larger spark, a big, fat flame!” 

"And the conventional spark plug can't provide 
it?" 

"No, it cannot. Every mechanic knows that.” 

"And the kid in the plane?” 

"The P-40? What killed him was insufficient 
fire — a spark too skinny to ignite sufficient gas 
to give the engine instant power to climb up and 
over those trees.” 

“Why can’t the spark plug give a fat spark?” 

I persisted. 

The colonel spoke simply. "Because of its basic 
design. Every spark plug has an air gap — .025 to 
.035 of an inch - and the spark is no larger than 
the gap. No larger did I say? Only when the plugs 
are brand new is the spark even as large! Carbon 
forming immediately as the plug is put into use 
begins fouling, then ruining, the tip. The thin wire 
electrodes begin to wear away. The danger - and 
enormous expense — of this obsolete mechanism 
lies in these factors.” 

The answer to the spark plug was an igniter 
which had no airgap - which contained no wire 
electrodes - whose tip would not foul — which 
would not blow out even at the highest com- 
pressions . . . which would never need a replace- 
ment for the life of the engine. 


Colonel Dollenberg went to Washington. 

The Navy didn't accept him with open arms. The 
principle — fine! Let’s see it work. And Dollenberg 
made it work. After the most exhaustive tests, he 
knew he was in. . . . Out went the spark plugs. 
His LS-702 Prototype was approved for U. S. 
Navy high-compression engine use. 

If that had been it, it still would have made 
a good story — the revolutionary change that a 
former fighter pilot had effected in military air- 
craft. But that wasn’t all. Dollenberg turned to 
the field of automobiles. 

For more than 40 years the old fashioned spark 
plug had been the standard gas igniter for every 
car made. During that time engine power had 
soared from less than 20 horse to more than 300. 
Every year the puny spark plug with its skinny 
little flame became less able to do its job. The 
new high compression engines were now burning 
out spark plugs in a few thousand miles of driv- 
ing. In 1960 Americans paid more than 500 mil- 
lion dollars merely to replace wornout spark 
plugs. To provide what spark plugs could not do, 
the big oil companies began to produce super and 
then super-super gas - at super prices! Not only 
were car owners spending a huge sum for plugs 
each year - they were also spending a fortune in 
premium gas for the privilege of keeping spark 
plugs in their engines. And even at that they were 
not getting their money’s worth, as the new cars 
they bought very soon became sluggish ones. 

If ever there was a call for a modern, efficient 
ignition mechanism to go with the modern auto- 
mobile, this was it. Dollenberg heard the call. He 
marketed the LECTRA FUEL IGNITER! 

There were problems. Little ones like design- 
ing the Aircraft igniter to the same size and 
shape as the conventional automobile spark plug 
it was to replace. And big ones such as getting 
a small voice heard in the towering wilderness 
of the Detroit automobile kingdom. Dollenberg 
was helped by the shrewdness of fleet operators 


HOW MOTORISTS ARE 


whose business depended upon efficiency and 
economy. Taxicabs running triple-shift around the 
clock installed the Fuel Igniter and reported a 
10-20% increased gas mileage per car! Truck 
owners followed suit— and then the motorist. In 
less than 12 months, sales of the Lectra Fuel 
Igniter zoomed into the million dollar strato- 
sphere! 

I asked Dollenberg about the Lectra advertising 
claim that had jolted motorists all over the coun- 
try. "Colonel, you've made the guarantee that 
LECTRA FUEL IGNITER will save a car owner $100 
a year or that you will take back the igniters and 
refund their money. How do you arrive at that 
one hundred dollars figure?” 

“It's based on the average of 10,000 miles of 
driving in one year. First there will be a saving of 
from $10 to $12 a year in eliminating spark-plug 
cleaning, gapping, and adjusting at 5,000 miles, 
replacement at 10,000 miles.” 

“Does that mean that the Fuel Igniter will need 
no cleaning or replacing for a whole year?” 

“It means that the Fuel Igniter will never have 
to be cleaned or replaced! I mean that we guar- 
antee that it will outlast the life of any car! Not 
only that: we are also guaranteeing that the Fuel 
Igniter will squeeze up to 6-maybe 8-more miles 
out of every gallon of gas purchased the first year 
and every year-or we will replace them free until 
they do. That’s a saving of $40 per year. And it 
will do this using regular gas— economy gas— not 
the super gas bought at such walloping prices. 
That means a saving of $50 each year. And the 
Igniters will do this every year of the car’s life - 
they improve with age. They never wear out!” 

As Dollenberg talked I drew up a chart. You 
can see it at the bottom of this page. 

I said to Dollenberg, “Colonel, to a person like 
myself— a guy who drives a car well but knows 
next to nothing about its mechanism-who’s al- 
ways felt the car runs better after it’s had a 
wash— how will I know right away I’ve really got 
something after I've switched from spark plugs 
to Fuel Igniters?” 

the Colonel twinkled at me in sympathy. “I’ve 
always felt it a pity they don’t teach mechanics to 
all school children. I think I know just how you 
feel. Anyway - very seriously - please listen to 
this: The first time you press the starter after 
you’ve installed the Igniters (very simple - by 
the way), you’ll hear and feel an instant clean 
throb and an immediate even roar of the engine. 
I tell you, you'll be astonished. Even on the 
coldest morning you’ll get a thrill, listening to 
your engine kicking over instantly and then 
settling quickly into a smooth purr. As for stalling 
in traffic, like that fellow did this afternoon, 
that won’t happen to you. Stalling is almost 
always traceable to a faulty spark-and the Igniter 
will not fault. Climbing and passing 7 Even a big 
325 horsepower car can and does falter on a hill 
or when it tries to pass if suddenly the spark 
plugs aren’t burning sufficient gas. That won’t 
happen to you. Instead you’ll climb and pass more 
SAVING $100 A YEAR- 


Cleaning 
Gapping 
Replacing 
Gas Consumption 
Additional cost 
of premium gas 


SPARK PLUGS 

several times 
a year 

600 gallons 
$50 a year 


LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS 

never 

465 gallons 
not a cent 
TOTAL SAVINGS 


SAVINGS 

$10 per year 

$40 per year 
$50 per year 


= $100 per year 


swiftly than you’ve ever known because you'll be 
burning gas, not wasting it. You've heard about 
the simple exhaust test? Try it. First, with the 
spark plugs in place, let the engine idle and stuff 
a ball of white absorbent cotton into the mouth 
of the exhaust. It will come out soaking with 
unused gasoline. Then try it with Igniters replac- 
ing the plugs. The cotton ball will be almost dry. 
The gas burned instead of escaping through the 
exhaust. Or here’s something else. Again with 
spark plugs in the car, go into gear - or in drive 
if you have an automatic transmission. Don’t 
touch the accelerator. Now note how much the 
car moves forward-if at all. Then unscrew the 
plugs and replace the Igniters. If you stood still 
with spark plugs you'll move forward from 4 to 6 
miles an hour with the Igniters while not touching 
the gas pedal! The gas that was required with 
spark plugs in your car merely to idle your motor 
without being able to move it forward, carries 
you forward up to six miles an hour with Igniters 
in the engine! One more final thing— with spark 
plugs a car must be looked over and adjusted 
several times a year. You know that from your 
own experience. But can you appreciate the con- 


Ordinary plug 
with air gap 
on thin wire / 
electrode - 
single short 
thin spark. 



Fuel Igniters 
with surface 
conducted 
spark -the 
BIG FAT 
FLAME 



cept of never, never having to remove or change 
spark plugs because you don’t carry any? The 
concept of Fuel Igniters becoming permanent in- 
stallations in your engine — for the life of your 
engine? 

"Yet, with all this - believe it or not — I still 
haven't fully answered your question . . . How 
you’ll use more air and less gas . . . the savings 
on your battery . . . increased RPM . . . how carbon 
- the enemy of spark plugs — actually increases 
the efficiency of Fuel Igniters. But what I’ve tried 
to say is that the spark plug is as inferior to the 
Fuel Igniter as the wagon is to the modern auto- 
mobile. And just as out dated. Auto mechanics 
know this now. The ordinary motorist is learning 
about it fast.” 

“One last question: What about Detroit, Col. 
Dollenberg? Do you feel you're fighting a cru- 
sade?” 


Dollenberg looked out of the window, out into 
the dusk of the city. There was a reflective quiet- 
ness about him as he thought of his reply. Then 
he said: "No, we don’t believe we’re fighting the 
big spark plug manufacturers. Oh, there's bound 
to be a competitive fight soon because it's a mat- 
ter of only a short time before these giants will 
all scrap their investments in the obsolete spark 
plug and turn to the manufacture of fuel igniters. 
Meanwhile — to put it quite candidly — there is, 
of course, that huge investment in stocks of spark 
plugs to liquidate and while the big fellows are 
attempting to unload, LECTRA will be booming 
along.” The grin came out again as he said: ”1 
hope they take their time about it. At the rate 
we’re going we'll be big enough to take care of 
ourselves shortly.” 


I got up to go, convinced that Dollenberg’s 
quiet confidence was well-founded. The product 
and the man were right for each other. Here’s an 
incident which impressed me. A short time ago, 
LECTRA ran a mail order advertisement in the 
sober New York Times. One of the replies they got 
was from a gentleman in Pennsylvania who put it 
to LECTRA right on the line. Said the Pennsyl- 
vania man: 

“I’ve read your ad in the New York Times. What 
I want you to do before I order a set is for you 
to send me a copy of that ad through the United 
States mails. Then if your Fuel Igniters won’t 
come’ through with all tjiose fancy promises — 
and if you don’t send my money back if they don’t 


advertisement 

perform as you say - I'll have Uncle Sam on my 
side while I go after you.” The hard-bitten Penn- 
man was sent the ad through the mails, all 
right. And he ordered a set of Fuel Igniters. LEC- 
TRA wasn’t fearful that Uncle Sam would be after 
them. Because - and here was the kicker - 
Uncle is a LECTRA customer! Many military in- 
stallations have field-tested the Fuel Igniter. As 
a result of these field tests, many thousand Fuel 
Igniters have been purchased by these govern- 
ment units. 

So that's the story of The Big Fat Flame. I’m 
leaving a little space for a message from Col. 
Dollenberg. Meanwhile I’m on my way outside to 
the garage with my set of Fuel Igniters. I can't 
wait to get rid of those spark plugs! 


This article has been presented both as an advertisement for the Lectra Fuel Igniter and 
as a public service. Especially do I wish to emphasize the words public service. It is flattering 
to be imitated, it is said, but since the invention of the Lectra Fuel Igniter, there have 
appeared so-called "imitations" which have failed to perform as promised. 

We state, flatly and sincerely, that we can back every claim that appears in Mr. Mayer’* 
story. Please look very carefully at the table which follows: The fuel consumption figures in 
this chart are compiled from extensive field tests by industrial and private users. 

RECORD OF PERFORMANCE - LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS 
NOTE-AII Lectra-equipped cars in these tests used REGULAR GAS 

(compiled from survey reports and field tests) 




Spark Plug 
Miles 

Lectra Fuel 
Igniters 
Miles 

Miles 

(Gain) Extra 
Miles 

YEAR 

Make of Car 

Per Gallon 

Per Gallon 

Increase 

Per Gallon 

1956 

Chevrolet V8 

17.7 

22.2 

24% 

4.5 

1959 

Oldsmobile 

17.1 

20.3 

18.7% 

3.2 

1955 

Nash Rambler 

20.0 

27.6 

38% 

7.6 

1954 

Plymouth 6 

22.2 

26.0 

17% 

3.8 

1955 

Ford Fairlane 

14.0 

21.2 

50% 

7.2 

1957 

Chrysler Windsor 

16.5 

21.0 

20% 

3.5 

1954 

Oldsmobile 98 

15.5 

18.0 

14% 

2.5 

1958 

Pontiac 

15.6 

19.1 

22.4% 

3.5 

1957 

Dodge D-500 

16.0 

21.5 

35% 

5.5 

1951 

Buick Super 

13.0 

17.0 

22% 

4.0 

1958 

Chevrolet 

16.9 

23.8 

40.8% 

6.9 

1956 

Plymouth V-8 

16.0 

20.0 

25% 

4.0 

1955 

Oldsmobile 98 
(air-conditioned) 

15.0 

20.9 

40% 

6.0 


All above figures confirmed by letters and reports available from our files in New York City. 
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clever. So I set up this test with Gary. 
You flunked it, my dear. I think the 
judge is going to give you a bad mark 
in divorce court when he hears this 
evidence!” 

He got his divorce, too, with no 
alimony judgment against him, de- 
spite his wife’s defense that he had 
framed her. 

Nothing shatters a man like the 
dark suspicion that his wife is be- 
traying him with another man. It is 
the one stab in the back he can al- 
most never forgive— even when he 
himself has been guilty of infidelity. 
And statistics show that a large pro- 
portion of American husbands are, 
indeed, taken for fools. 

Kinsey reveals that among wives 
in his famous study, about one in 
four were unfaithful before age forty. 
He also points out that fifty-one per 
cent of the divorced males in his 
study blamed the wives’ cheating, 
and another thirty-two per cent said 
this had been an important factor in 
the divorce. Kinsey declared, “Like 
the true mammal that he is, the male 
shows himself more disturbed and 
jealous, and more ready to take dras- 
tic action, if he discovers that his 
wife is having extra-marital rela- 
tions.” 

Worrying on this account has cost 
a number of men their jobs. 

Many husbands torture themselves 
with doubt. They can’t concentrate 
on work or play because of the nag- 
ging question that won’t let them 
alone: “Does she cheat or doesn’t 
she?” The same worry frequently 
harasses the bachelor who keeps a 
mistress. Engaged men, too, some- 
times suspect that a fiancee may be 
having herself a last fling before 
settling down as a married woman. 

Unless a wife confesses herself, or 
is caught red-handed in the act by 
her husband or his agent, he needs a 
chain of strong circumstantial evi- 
dence before he has the right to con- 
sider her unfaithful. If he can put 
ten or fifteen damning bits of evi- 
dence together, all pointing to dis- 


loyalty, he may have good reason to 
hire a private detective. 

The man who’s married to a frigid 
wife has more reason to be suspicious 
than the man whose wife is roman- 
tic. “Frigid wives often become un- 
faithful,” points out Dr. Frank S. 
Caprio, Washington psychiatrist, “be- 
cause they hope to find their ideal 
sexual partner.” They rarely do, but 
that doesn’t stop them from trying. 
Some frigid wives make a dozen at- 
tempts, with as many men, before 
they recognize that the fault lies 
within themselves, and not with the 
man they married. 

A HUSBAND’S knowledge of his 
wife’s past is part of a chain of 
evidence. If she’d had affairs with 
other men before marriage, she is 
more likely than the virgin bride to 
commit adultery. Kinsey found that 
almost one in three such wives were 
unfaithful, compared to only thirteen 
per cent of wives who had spurned 
romance before the day of orange 
blossoms. 

Even when a wife openly admits 
to having dated or dined with an old 
boy friend, her husband has good 
reason to wonder how innocent this 
reunion may have been. This was 
especially true in the case of Thomas 
Gerard— a pseudonym, like other 
names used in this article. 

At twenty-six he had fallen in love 
with Marjorie, who was already en- 
gaged to be married to Giff Murphy. 
Gerard wooed her vigorously, with 
the result that Marjorie surrendered 
to him while she tried to make up her 
mind between her suitors. She finally 
broke off with Murphy and married 
Gerard. 

Soon afterward she began to pay 
week-end visits to her home town, 
visiting her folks and old friends. 
Once she admitted having “run into” 
Giff Murphy, who had taken her out 
for an evening of dinner and danc- 
ing. “I knew you wouldn’t mind, dar- 
ling,” she purred. “And I do owe 
poor Giff that much.” 


The second time this happened, 
Gerard blew his top. He accused her 
of having an affair with Murphy. 
She gasped. How dare he suggest a 
thing like that? He reminded her 
that her code of morality had per- 
mitted her to date him while she was 
still pledged to Murphy. Was it too 
outlandish to suggest that she was 
now reversing the procedure? 

“You ungrateful beast!” she 
gasped. She stormed out of the room, 
a picture of such outraged innocence 
that Gerard felt ashamed of his sus- 
picions. He tried to forget the whole 
matter. Marjorie continued to make 
week-end visits to her home town. 
Until one night a state policeman ar- 
rested her and Giff Murphy for in- 
decent behavior while parked in a 
state park. 

Gerard got his divorce without the 
least bit of trouble. 

When a wife persistently lies about 
what she did in time spent away 
from home, her husband may justi- 
fiably regard this as another link in 
the chain of evidence pointing to in- 
fidelity. Especially if, when he con- 
fronts her with proof that she is ly- 
ing, she can only offer a lame and 
unconvincing explanation. 

A husband has reason to feel un- 
easy if his wife receives mysterious 
phone calls, which she answers 
cryptically, or receives letters which 
she hides or carefully destroys. But 
he had better tread easily on just 
this much evidence alone. Wives 
have been known to resort to such 
devices to arouse jealousy. A wife 
would have to be extremely careless 
or foolish to permit any lovers to 
communicate with her at home, cer- 
tainly at such times as she expected 
her husband to be there. 

Another link in the chain of cir- 
cumstantial evidence is a husband’s 
observation of how his wife behaves 
with other men at parties and dances. 
Is she frankly flirtatious with other 
men? 

A wife at a party shouldn’t be ex- 
pected to behave like Whistler’s 
mother. But neither should she give 
her husband the impression that she’s 
a party girl out on a tear. Unless she 
can’t help herself because that’s ex- 
actly what she is. 

Another link in the chain of evi- 
dence might be a wife’s refusal to 
defer going out while her husband 
is away on business. Isabel Gates 
told her husband Bob, “I’m sorry, 
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Karate will teach you all around self defense in weeks. It can be learned at home- 
alone. It is the traditional Oriental method for dealing with malicious and armed 
attack. Its objective and function is to disarm, subdue or cripple an enemy who may 
come unexpectedly out of the dark. It makes you the equal of any man of any 
weight or experience. It teaches you instantaneous, automatic defense against the 
most unexpected attacks. Karate is a weapon no man can take away from you. Once 
you know Karate, you will fear no muggers, you'll not be shamed by some street 
corner gang insulting your girl as you pass. You need nothing but your hands and 
feet, and a reasonably limber constitution. The more violent and brutal the attack 
upon you, the more effective your defense. Profusely illustrated with actual combat 
photos, and anatomical charts of man's nerve centers, pressure points, and weak 
spots. Defense against injurious holds and blows explained by some of America's 
leading experts, including masters of judo recognized among the topmost masters of 
Japan. The Japanese police and Army combat troops use KARATE, to subdue criminals 
and in the battlefield. For first hand knowledge, ask some friend who fought in the 
Pacific! Now, adapted to American athletic standards and techniques, you can learn 
the fundamentals of this master defense by yourself, at home, in weeks. 



KARATE Teaches you the Pressure 
Points of Your Opponent So that you 
can Render him Absolutely Helpless 
in Seconds. 


Devised by the ancient Japanese Professionals, Karate is the self-defense Hand to 
Hand combat system that is faster, more effective than judo. Karate has been used 
in Japan for hundreds of years! Karate was published with action packed photos 
teaching you how to handle gun and knife attacks, street fighters and muggers! 

You will learn just where the Karate striking points and positions are. You will learn the best defense 
against annoying attacks and serious attacks. Karate was used by the hand picked guards of the Japa- 
nese Emperor. Yet men and women find it easier to learn than judo. Until recently Karate technique was 
kept secret and originally used only for the Emperor's guards. In this very well illustrated book you 
are taught by one of the outstanding authors on Karate technique artd everything is simplified, explained 
and shown so that you can more easily master the ar'. The anatomical charts show the pressure points 
for fatal, serious and mild blows, that's why it's only for those who are over 18 years of age. You'll 
see how easy it is to render your opponent completely helpless. You'll never know how confident you will 
feel even among men much bigger than you are until you learn Karate. With this book you will fear 
no man. You will turn your feet, your elbows, and your fingers and hands into such super weapons that 
it will amaze you and your friends. Learn Karate self defense now! You never know when you need it! 
It's for men and women. 

Send $2.98 cash, check or M.O., to BEST 
SOLD ON MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. VALUES CO., Dept. W-81, 403 Market Street, 

Newark, New Jersey. 

After receiving this Karate technique Book look it over, it must do everything this advertisement promises, 
it must raise your confidence in your ability Physically, it must teach you more about self defense than 
you ever knew before or you get your money back! Don't delay, order now on this money back guarantee. 
Mail coupon now! Karate teaches you the pressure points, etc., of your opponent so that you can render 
him absolutely helpless in seconds. 


Best Values Co. Dept. W-81, 403 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey 
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darling, but I simply cannot bear to 
be lonely. So I am going to go out 
socially while you’re out on those 
inspection trips. But you won’t have 
to worry about me. I’ll be properly 
chaperoned every time. Noah has of- 
fered to be my escort.” 

Noah was Bob Gates’s best friend, 
but a bachelor. Gates, worried, ex- 
pressed doubts about the wisdom of 
the idea. Isabel scoffed, “Oh, for 
Pete’s sake, darling, don’t you trust 
me? You know Noah’s nothing more 
to me than a comfortable old shoe. 
Wouldn’t you feel better knowing 
he’s in charge of me, than some 
strange man you didn’t know at all?” 

Gates sighed and agreed, feeling 
he had better settle for that. But he 
became increasingly concerned, each 
time he returned from a trip, when 
Isabel grew more and more vague 
about her social activities with Noah. 
His nerves frayed, he finally insisted 
that she stop seeing Noah while he 
was away. She refused, telling him 
that he was free to date, too, on his 
trips. 

Furious, Gates had a showdown 
with his friend. Noah admitted miser- 
ably that Isabel had stayed at his 
apartment several times. “But don’t 
blame her, Bob,” he pleaded. “It was 
really all my fault. She only did it 
because she felt sorry for me. It didn’t 
really mean a thing to her at all!” 

But it meant plenty to Bob Gates, 
who a short time later was awarded 
a divorce decree, and custody of his 
two children, by the state of New 
York. 

Kinsey points out that such cases 
are not unusual. “In some instances,” 
his report on women states, “the ex- 
tra-marital affair had been accepted 
as an accommodation to a respected 
friend, even though the female her- 
self was not particularly interested in 
the relationship.” 

Another cause for suspicion might 
be a wife’s job, if she works late and 
stays overnight at a hotel, or goes 
away with her boss on week-end busi- 
ness trips, despite her husband’s ob- 
jections. Such a wife may hotly de- 
fend her right to hold such a job, and 
her right to be trusted away from 
home. A husband who knuckles un- 
der can only blame himself for any 
consequences. 

Does a wife receive suspicious 
gifts? Is she in possession of sums of 
money for which her explanations are 
dubious? 


One wife, whose husband made 
only a hundred dollars a week, was 
able to wear diamond jewelry and 
expensive clothing. She explained to 
her husband that she was on a spe- 
cial list of practical nurses, available 
for emergencies, but only to wealthy 
patients. She was so efficient and 
pleasant at her job that her grateful 
patients often presented her with fat 
cash bonuses and expensive gifts. 

She talked at great length about 
her patients, giving all kinds of de- 
tails about her experiences with them. 
It was all very persuasive and con- 
vincing. Except that her husband was 
no fool. He knew that no one was 
tighter with a tip to service personnel 
than the rich. Except for certain spe- 
cial services. 

He went to the expense of hiring 
a private detective to shadow his wife 
for one week. The evidence collected 
confirmed his suspicions beyond the 
shadow of a doubt. He didn’t bother 
getting a divorce. He just walked out, 
leaving his curvaceous wife to her 
career of “nursing” emergencies. 

A husband cannot discount gossip. 
It is true that there are an awful lot 
of busybodies in the world who get 
malicious enjoyment out of slicing 
reputations to fine shreds. Much of 
their prattle is exaggeration, distor- 
tion and often pure invention. But 
however unreliable gossip is, it can- 
not be totally ignored by the husband 
already suspicious of his wife. It is at 
least another straw showing how the 
wind is blowing. 

An unfaithful wife also has reason 
to be eager for separate vacations. 
Kinsey points out that many wives 
concentrate their acts of infidelity 
during one or two weeks of summer 
vacation, while traveling or staying 
at a hotel, summer resort or friend's 
house. If a wife is extremely reluctant 
to share her vacation with her hus- 
band, planned infidelity might be the 
reason. 

A husband’s own sexual disloyalty 
may logically lead him to suspect that 
his wife is paying him back in his 
own coin. There is a greater likeli- 
hood of this if she knows about, or 
suspects, his own infidelity. Added to 
other clues, her motive of “getting 
even” would be all the reason neces- 
sary. 

Perhaps the most damning bit of 
evidence a husband can have is his 
wife’s pregnancy, when they have 
been separated for over nine months. 
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Most courts will accept this as prima 
facie evidence, especially if the hus- 
band can prove he has been out of 
the country during this time. But 
even such evidence will not stop 
some wives from denying guilt. 

In the London Divorce Court re- 
cently, Stephen Joyce sued for di- 
vorce on grounds of his wife’s adul- 
tery with one Herbert Martin, with 
whom she canvassed on behalf of a 
religious sect. Joyce proved that he 
had not seen his wife since 1956, yet 
in 1958, two years later, she gave 
birth to a son. She denied adultery, 
although she admitted that the baby 
was not her husband’s. 

“My child,” she told Mr. Justice 
Hewson, “was conceived between the 
astral bodies of Mr. Martin and my- 
self in 1945, eleven years before we 
actually met.” The judge considered 
this quite a trick— but decided to risk 
punishment by the mysterious astral 
deities for awarding Stephen Joyce a 
down-to-earth divorce. 

A husband especially has to be 
cautious about any spying activities 
he undertakes to test his wife’s virtue. 
If he pretends to leave for a week 
on a business trip, and then sneaks 
back into their home unexpectedly 
two days later at three a.m., he may 
indeed discover another man in his 
bedroom. 

On the other hand, he may find 
nothing except an outraged wife who 
won’t swallow his weak excuse about 
the trip suddenly being cut short, 
without time to phone ahead. 

It’s a major error for every hus- 
band to think “you can’t trust a wom- 
an!” There are women and women. 
It’s true that a large number of wives 
are unfaithful. But they are actually 
outnumbered by the seventy-five per 
cent of wives who are loyal. Every 
husband owes it to his wife to con- 
sider her absolutely innocent, until 
and unless he has a chain of suspi- 
cious evidence that would make any 
reasonable, fair-minded man alert. 

“Many times,” cautions Dr. Frank 
S. Caprio, the Washington psychia- 
trist, “it is the wife who will say, ‘My 
husband accused me of being unfaith- 
ful for years when I wasn’t. So out of 
desperation, I actually did become 
unfaithful and it serves him right. He 
never would believe me when I told 
him the truth!’ ” 

Don’t let an unfaithful wife make 
a fool out of you. But don’t be a fool 
and make a good wife unfaithful! ■ 
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leave word of our probable where- 
abouts with the man whose duty it 
was to remain aboard. (This watch 
fell to each once in eight days.) 

One evening Lieutenant Lane and 
I were having dinner at a small cafe 
on Green Street, frequently patron- 
ized by our crew, when a young man 
of our acquaintance idly sauntered 
by with an unimportant tidbit of in- 
formation concerning his sea-faring 
intentions. 

“I’m shoving off for Dry Tortugas 
at midnight,” Dennis Clayton said. 
“Guess that should get me there at 
daybreak, shouldn’t it? Understand 
the fishing’s swell down that way.” 

Our uninvited confidant was one 
with whom we had experienced some 
previous professional contact. We 
had pulled his small cabin cruiser 
off a shoal in Hawk Channel only a 
few days before. Clayton was a year- 
ly winter visitor to Key West. His 
life was blighted by one great mis- 
fortune: too much money. 

“Think I’ll take a look at old Fort 
Jefferson also,” he volunteered, mak- 
ing conversation. 

Kane grunted uncommunicatively. 

“Might be over ourselves in a day 
or two,” he remarked. “We’re ex- 
pecting a party of government offi- 
cials down from Washington next 
week, and Base Six has ordered us 
to ferry them across when they get 
here.” 

Two days later three government 
officials and their wives boarded us 
for the fifty-eight-mile trip to the Dry 
Tortugas. They came aboard in fes- 
tive spirits, intending to enjoy their 
holiday to the fullest. But man pro- 
poses and nature disposes. 

Halfway to our destination a fresh 
breeze blew up. Its effect on our pas- 
sengers was disconcerting. 

Complete loss of dignity on the 
part of our suffering passengers was 
avoided by our arrival at Fort Jef- 
ferson. 

That impressive hexagonal struc- 
ture raised itself sixty feet above 
Garden Key. Fully bastioned and 


ringed by a moat, the great walls 
were four hundred feet long, but the 
masonry was in a bad state of decay. 
When in active commission during 
Civil War days, it had been fully gar- 
risoned by Federal troops and at one 
time housed a thousand prisoners of 
war. 

Arrival alongside Fort Jefferson’s 
small dock was an hour late due to 
our choppy passage. Lieutenant Kane 
prepared to conduct the government 
group on a tour of the historic site, 
but a few minutes after he left the 
boat for that purpose he returned. 

“Raise 888 on the set and tell them 
to request Naval Radio to relay a 
message to Base Six asking a plane 
to be sent down here.” He gave us 
a wry grin. “Our passengers can’t 
take it. One of the women said she’d 
rather swim back to Key West than 
ride with us.” 

The radio equipment aboard our 
boat was a small fifty-watt powered 
telephone set designed to operate on 
the standard Coast Guard frequency 
—approximately 2600 kilocycles. Un- 
der ordinary conditions, this provided 
a range of a hundred miles. It could 
not, however, transmit on commer- 
cial or naval frequencies. So, before 
leaving Key West, we had arranged a 
schedule with 888, a Coast Guard 
cable vessel, to receive our messages 
and send others to us as required. 

I glanced at the dancing whitecaps. 
“How’s a plane going to land on 
that?” 

“The wind is falling. By the time 
the plane gets here, it’ll be calm.” 

Kane proved an accurate weather 
prophet. When, three hours later, a 
plane roared in from the north, it 
was able to set down on a relatively 
calm sea. 

Our government guests, their tour 
of Fort Jefferson concluded, were 
rowed out. The plane took off, circled 
once over Garden Key, and went on 
its way. 

Kane decided to lay over at the 
Fort for the night. Most of us went 
fishing. I had hooked a ten-pound 


snapper just as Hank Midgett came 
running onto the dock to where the 
lieutenant and I were seated. 

“Silver Tern is calling us, Skipper,” 
he stuttered. “Something about a 
plane that fell into the sea.” 

Kane leaped up and raced back to 
999, where he disappeared into the 
pilothouse. I trailed him quickly. 

Silver Tern we knew to be equip- 
ped with short-wave radio telephone 
facilities. In emergency, commercial 
or pleasure craft were permitted to 
use the Coast Guard wave length. 
Our first thought was that some mis- 
hap had befallen the plane carrying 
our political tourists. Earphones 
clamped over his head, Kane was 
rapidly taking down a message. Over 
his brawny shoulder I read: “Just 
saw plane land in water about five 
miles east of me. Am proceeding to 
her assistance and will stand by 
awaiting your arrival. Present posi- 
tion twenty-five miles south of Bird 
Key. Dennis Clayton, Silver Tern.” 
“Sound the recall signal!” Kane 
ordered, removing the earphones. 

Our Klaxon horn wailed its rau- 
cous command, the prolonged blast 
echoing over Fort Jefferson’s lonely 
bastions. Our crew, most of whom 
had been fishing, hastily pulled up 
lines. They converged on 999 from 
all points of Garden Key. Five min- 
utes later we left the dock and stood 
out in the channel of Tortugas Har- 
bor. 

I asked anxiously, “Do you think 
it was that plane of ours?” 

The Skipper shook his leonine 
head, jamming his hat down over his 
shock of unruly red hair to anchor it 
against the sportiveness of the breeze. 
“No— they’re in Key West by this 
time. Besides, the plane Clayton re- 
ported is south of us, not west or 
north.” 

But amateur yachtsmen like the 
wealthy young idler we knew were 
not always sure of their position and 
left something to be desired in their 
quality as navigators. I mentioned as 
much to Kane. 

“If he was alone,” he admitted, 
“that might be the case. But he 
brought out a Conch from Key West 
to act as fishing guide. You just can’t 
lose one of those Conches. They 
know the lay of the Keys too well.” 
Jensen, who had relieved Kane at 
the earphones to maintain telephone 
contact with Silver Tern, broke in. 
“Clayton says he’ll be alongside the 
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plane in a few minutes, and wants to 
know how long it’ll be before we get 
there.” 

“Tell him by seven-thirty,” the 
Skipper replied. “Direct him to send 
up flares at fifteen-minute intervals 
from six-thirty on. You might also tell 
him there’ll be a full moon tonight 
and we should be able to pick him up 
easily enough.” 

We had sent a telephone message 
to cable vessel 888 in Key West 
which would be relayed to Base Six 
by’ the Naval radio station. In it we 
reported that we were proceeding to 
the assistance of a plane down on a 
flight from Cuba to Florida and that 
Silver Tern was standing by until we 
arrived to take aboard the survivors, 
and the plane in tow. 

An element of mystery was in- 
serted into the situation by the reply 
radioed back to us by the Base Com- 
mander: “No plane reported missing 
or overdue at Florida airports. Estab- 
lish identity of plane and occupants. 
Tow plane back to Fort Jefferson. 
Await instructions.” 

“Light— three points off the port 
bow!” It was Hank Midgett’s shout 


from the pilothouse. “Looks like a 
red flare!” 

“Paul, tell Clayton we just saw 
him and that we’ll be alongside in a 
few minutes,” Kane told me. 

Our leather-faced native of Key 
West, Conch Haines, relieved blond- 
haired Jensen at the telephone set. I 
passed Kane’s orders on to him. 

“Silver Tern! Silver Tern!” Haines 
called into the speaking piece. “Coast 
Guard 999 calling Silver Tern!” He 
turned to me with a helpless shrug. 
“Can’t seem to raise them.” 

Jensen, pausing on the threshold 
of the pilothouse, threw back at us, 
“I was speaking to Clayton a few 
minutes ago. He said there were three 
men on the plane and that he had 
taken them aboard. He promised to 
call again in a few minutes.” 

“Keep trying to raise him,” I said. 
Kane, frowning over the chart 
spread before him in the pilothouse 
fifteen minutes later, observed reflec- 
tively, “That’s funny. According to 
the position Clayton gave us, we’re 
just about there.” He laid aside the 
parallel rulers and dividers and 
glanced at the clock. “We’ll heave-to 


and drift,” he decided. “Wait for the 
moon to come up.” 

The night was breathlessly still 
save for the reassuring hum of our 
twin Sterling motors. Lieutenant 
Kane rang the telegraph down to 
STOP position. Hove-to, we drifted 
idly. 

“Floating object dead ahead!” 
Hank Midgett promptly announced. 

“Keep it in sight!” Kane barked. 
He stared around. “Wonder where 
the hell Silver Tern is?” 

That the object sighted ahead of 
us was not the missing playboy’s 
cruiser was manifest when we ap- 
proached close enough for identifica- 
tion. It proved to be a small, drifting 
amphibian of American make and 
registry, with the Department of 
Commerce markings for that type of 
plane clearly emblazoned on wings 
and fuselage. 

“Check those numbers and mark- 
ings with the plane reported stolen 
from that Miami airport last week,” 
Kane ordered. 

I went to do as bid. A few days 
before, Base Six had radioed all pa- 
trol craft and shore stations to be on 
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the lookout for a seaplane which had 
disappeared from a Miami airport 
under mysterious circumstances. 

The numbers checked! 

“Something screwy about this busi- 
ness,” Kane conceded. “Draft a mes- 
sage to Base Six and give them the 
lowdown on this business and ask 
them to pick up Silver Tern.” As an 
afterthought he added, “Better put it 
in code.” 

Within thirty minutes the entire 
facilities of Base Six had been mar- 
shaled to cope with the situation. 
But not before Hank Midgett made 
another discovery: bullet holes in 
the pontoons of the plane. Sargasso 
weed and kelp had been sucked into 
the punctures, temporarily checking 
the inflow of water. 

“So they tried to sink her after 
all,” the Skipper mused. “At that,” 
he surmised, “she’ll sink by daylight, 
so there won’t be much use taking 
her into tow.” He thought a moment, 
then decided, “We’ll cut off the mark- 
ings on her wings and the numbers 
on the fuselage. We’ll use them for 
evidence.” 

We lowered a dinghy. With Conch 
Haines at the oars and Kane and me 
in the sternsheets, we crossed over to 
the plane, accompanied by a for- 
midable escort of curious tiger sharks. 
One of the more inquiring of the 
creatures nosed a little too close. He 
scratched his sixteen-foot length 
against our boat, causing it to list. 
Kane’s pistol spoke, pumping .45- 
caliber slugs into the glistening mon- 
ster. Blood had no sooner trickled 
from the wounds than that little part 
of the sea underwent a sudden con- 
vulsion as other sharks fell voracious- 
ly upon their stricken fellow and tore 
him to bits. 

Kane said, “No use hanging 
around here until daylight. We’re too 
small to salvage that plane and she 
may drift for quite a bit, a dangerous 
derelict. Set her afire and head back 
to Fort Jefferson,” he ordered. 

She was burning furiously when 
we left her astern, ringed by the 
watchful school of tiger sharks. 

Fort Jefferson’s small harbor was 
deserted. “There’s been no boat in 
here since you fellows pulled out,” 
the sleepy caretaker told us cross- 
ly, when we awakened him with ques- 
tions about Silver Tern. 

Had her wealthy young owner set 
a course for Key West, he must have 
reached port by this time. But there 
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was no word from 888 to that effect. 
Daylight was still some five hours off. 
All we were able to do now while 
the Coast Guard dragnet slowly 
closed in was to wait. 

“Craft believed to be Silver Tern 
hove-to twenty miles southwest of 
North Elbow Key. Too rough to land 
without endangering plane. Will 
circle overhead until you arrive.” 

We received the message from a 
Base Six search plane sent us via 
Naval Radio and 888. We had been 
waiting all night and half the follow- 
ing day. 

North Elbow Key was over in the 
Bahamas, the highest of a small 
group of islands known as the Double 
Headed Shot Cays. It was British 
territory. If our fugitives were there, 
or anywhere within foreign territorial 
limits, they would be temporarily 
safe. It would be necessary for ex- 
tradition papers to be sent to the 
seat of the British Government at 
Nassau. 

With typical Gulf Stream behavior, 
a heavy swell came up long before 
we sighted the Coast Guard plane. 
We were soon taking green water 
over the bows. In due course we pin- 
pointed the plane, circling a thousand 
feet above a drifting cabin cruiser, 
which, upon approach, we were able 
to identify as the no longer missing 
Silver Tern. 

“I want to talk to Clayton!” Kane 
boomed when we had nosed to 
twenty yards abeam the other craft. 

There was no answer. The wheel 
was deserted. Silver Tern wallowed 
in the trough of the swells. For a mo- 
ment we thought she might have been 
abandoned. But no. A head present- 
ly protruded above a hatch of her 
afterparts. Kane bellowed his request 
again. 

Came the shouted answer: “Mr. 
Clayton isn’t aboard! He chartered 
this boat to me for a week.” 

“When?” bawled Kane. “And 
where?” 

“This morning in Key West. We 
left Clayton there.” 

This statement we knew positively 
to be false. Had Silver Tern touched 
at Key West, she would have been 
seized immediately. We intended to 
determine the reason for this obvious 
lie at once, acting on the law which 
gives the Coast Guard the right to 
board an American vessel even on 
the high seas to examine her docu- 
ments and equipment. 


“We’re coming over!” Kane said. 

The man aboard the cabin cruiser 
was joined by two others. All three 
then embarked on a spirited confer- 
ence. While they were thus engaged, 
Kane gave orders to have our one- 
pounder gun manned and ready. 

I maneuvered the bow of 999 close 
to the white-painted stern of the 
cabin cruiser. The Skipper poised as 
the two vessels dipped and rolled, 
rose and fell. He made the leap. No 
helping hand was extended by any 
of the three on Silver Tern. I felt that 
it was only our one-pounder gun 
cleared for action which discouraged 
active opposition. 

Kane introduced himself to his un- 
willing hosts succinctly. “And now,” 
he said, “I’d like to examine your 
equipment just to satisfy myself you 
have a sufficient number of life pre- 
servers and fire extinguishers aboard 
and that they are in good shape. I 
also want to see your Certificate of 
Award number.” 

T HE man who’d delegated himself 
spokesman aboard the cabin cruiser 
was a trifle below average height- 
stocky, but powerful in chest and 
shoulders. “Left it behind in Key 
West,” he growled. 

“Then we’ll have to take you back 
there to get that little detail straight- 
ened out,” Kane told him promptly. 

The hopelessness of their situation 
was apparent to the three men. No 
other recourse was open but com- 
pliance. At Kane’s signal I brought 
999 alongside. We received a towline 
and the trio came aboard sullenly. 

We searched them. Two small re- 
volvers of the pocket Variety came to 
light, snub little .32-caliber weapons, 
plus a blackjack. We looked on our 
arrests with a jaundiced eye and 
stowed them safely behind lock and 
key pending our return to Key West. 

“I figure it this way,” Kane sub- 
sequently told me. “Clayton must’ve 
picked those guys off the plane last 
night and took them aboard his boat. 
Then they gave him the deep-six! No 
wonder there was so many sharks 
playing around that plane! I bet they 
made short work of the poor guy.” 
He shook his head pessimistically. 
“It may be easy enough proving those 
blokes got away with the stolen plane 
and Silver Tern, but proving Clayton 
was murdered is going to be plenty 
hard.” 

A charge of murder on the high 
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seas, particularly when the victim 
has been jettisoned, is perhaps the 
most difficult to make stick. This is 
so because the necessary exhibit, 
corpus delicti, cannot be produced. 
Before a murder indictment may be 
brought against the accused, there 
must be some visible proof of the 
deed— either the corpse itself or some 
recognizable or identifiable portion 
of it. 

Once back in Key West we were 
met by a United States marshal with 
a patrol wagon for the receipt of the 
prisoners. 

The United States District At- 
torney who came aboard early next 
morning listened attentively to Kane’s 
version of what he assumed had 
transpired. The former was not too 
sure that a murder indictment against 
the accused would be returned. 

“One of our boats,” a fisherman 
told us, “hauled in a big tiger be- 
tween here and Dry Tortugas yester- 
day. We opened him up this morn- 
ing and found a human arm in his 
belly!” 

It appeared a bizarre and macabre 
shot in the dark, but we didn’t want 
to overlook any possibility. A small 
motorboat took us across to the odor- 
iferous little factory, where our fisher- 
man guide led us through the tainted 
sheds. 

Finally he ‘halted and trained a 
flashlight on what was unmistakably 
a human arm in a bad state of de- 
composition. 

After a brief inspection of the 
grisly object, Kane decided, “We’re 
taking this along with us. You can 
tell the coroner he’ll find it over at 
the Marine Hospital.” 

The interested doctor and the 
noted pathologist who examined our 
exhibit were minute in their scrutiny. 

The pathologist devoted particular 
care to the fingers. With his hands 
encased in rubber gloves, he ex- 
amined the limb critically. 

The gruesome process had its own 
morbid fascination. The scientist 
made a cut around the knuckle of 
each stiff finger just above the first 
joint. Then, skinning the tissue from 
the flesh, he inserted one of his own 
rubber-gloved digits into the patch 
of skin removed from the dead hand. 
He washed it carefully with alcohol. 
After that he applied fingerprint ink 
to the strip of skin and rolled it care- 
fully onto a sheet of paper. Faintly, 
yet visible to the naked eye, the tell- 


tale whorls of the print revealed 
themselves. 

The District Attorney was pleased 
when Kane showed him the print. 

“Good!” There’s just a chance it 
may match those of Clayton, who 
held a reserve commission in the 
Army. I’ll forward a copy to the De- 
partment of Justice and instruct them 
to send it over to the War Depart- 
ment.” He drew a breath. “If it works 
out,” he promised, “the arm will be 
submitted as corpus delicti in a mur- 
der indictment against those three 
pirates!” 

A week later we were asked to the 
office of the District Attorney again. 

“You’ll be glad to know,” he stated 
with satisfaction, “that Breton, San- 
chez, and Doyle— alias Frenchy Le- 
gault, Cuban Jake, and Lefty Doyle— 
will not have to fight an indictment 
for piracy!” 

We looked puzzled. “No?” I asked, 
uncertainly. 

“We’re ignoring it.” 

“After all that trouble?” 

“—for an indictment of murder on 
the high seas!” 

Kane and I broke with the words 
simultaneously. “You mean—?” 

“The boys were dope smugglers. 
They’ve been giving agents of the 
Narcotics Bureau a merry chase for 
the last three years.” 

“Clayton’s prints came through!” 
Kane divined. 

The District Attorney shook his 
head. “No. Those fingerprints were 
not those of Dennis Clayton, accord- 
ing to the records.” 

Our surprise was evident. The Dis- 
trict Attorney went on to explain. 
“They belonged to one John Harris, 
Key West fishing guide, who was with 
Dennis Clayton. Harris was in the 
rum-running game when it first start- 
ed. Got caught and served a year and 
a day in Atlanta. His fingerprints 
were taken in routine Federal pro- 
cedure and filed. They checked with 
those you took from the belly of that 
tiger shark!” 

Kane and I relaxed. So a dead 
man, an ex-rummie, had put the fin- 
ger on three live murderers! 

And how conclusively was proved 
when the higher courts refused to 
recognize an appeal from the verdict 
of a Federal jury which convicted 
them. The men were sentenced to 
death by hanging. 

We were satisfied when the richly 
merited fate was carried out. ■ 
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SCARLET WOMEN 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 30 


Melinda had told them. They might 
have money enough to hire guides 
then. 

Up to this point the weather, mur- 
derously hot though it had been, had 
at least given them nothing more 
than a few short rainstorms. But then 
all hell broke loose. The rains came. 
The creeks and rivers up beyond the 
Rockies started to deliver their swol- 
len burdens into the Platte. As the 
river rose, the dry soil, boiled hard 
by a long summer’s sun, acted as if 
it were cement. One minute the girls 
were trying to urge their horses across 
the soggy countryside and the next 
the river spilled out of its banks, 
swamping them. 

Melinda’s girls didn’t drown, but 
they lost everything in the next few 
hours. The frightened, mismanaged 
horses bolted, taking wagons, provi- 
sions, clothing, cash. Wet, bedrag- 
gled, miserable— but still alive— they 
scowled up at the sun as it boiled 
down after the flash storm. 

“What do we do now?” A blonde 
asked. She was nude from head to 
hips. 

Melinda gritted her teeth. She 
pointed west. “What the hell do you 
think?” she asked. “We keep on go- 
ing that way. There’s bound to be 
some sort of town up ahead. If there’s 
a town, there are men. And where 
there are men— well, dammit girls, 
what do you think we came for?” 

It may have been a long trudge, 
but it was also a grim one. And with 
necessity staring them in the face, 
they were amazed to discover that 
they moved faster without a wagon 
than with one. Some eight miles 
ahead, they found a road. By late 
afternoon they had arrived on the 
outskirts of a small settlement. 

The town was hospitable, or at 
least the innkeeper was. When 
Melinda Young explained their pre- 
dicament, he promptly put them up 
in three of his best rooms, and even 
provided them with supper. He didn’t 
realize at the time that they were 


completely broke, or that some of the 
girls waited in the rooms, naked, 
while Melinda smuggled their dresses 
out to other gals, also naked, hiding 
in bushes at the edge of town. 

It wasn’t until the next day that 
suspicion rose in the innkeeper’s 
mind. Seeing them muddy, and un- 
kempt, on his own initiative he sug- 
gested to a fellow merchant— the 
clothing store owner— that the girls 
might well appreciate a change of 
costume. They did indeed appreciate 
it, until the request for cash was 
made. At that time the terrible truth 
became known. 

The girls were quite calm about it. 
They’d pay, they announced, as soon 
as they could. By morning, they ex- 
pected. 

“And how do you propose to raise 
all that cash overnight?” asked the 
merchant, not at all reassured. 

One of the pert misses drew a 
remnant of dress material— filmy silk 
—tight across her full bosom, then cut 
off the man’s fascinated stare with a 
haughty twirl of her skirts in his eyes. 
He understood, and how. 

In an hour the news was all over 
town. Twenty-one sleek, young pros- 
titutes had landed and were anxious 
to receive all clients forthwith. By 
noon some two dozen males were 
hanging about the hotel bar, drinking 
and waiting their turn to go upstairs. 
By sundown, word had spread into 
the countryside: business boomed. 

The hotel keeper was fully recon- 
ciled. In drinks alone, the room rent 
was more than covered. 

The rest of the town was not re- 
conciled at all. Out of some eighty 
voting males, the most important 
(egged on by their wives) were up in 
arms. With the banker, the feed mer- 
chant, and one of the blacksmiths 
arrayed against the outrage, it wasn’t 
long before other conscience-prodded 
souls fell into line. By morning a solid 
majority were petitioning the sheriff 
to “do something— and fast.” 

The sheriff had had a fast idea, 


about a tiny redhead, but in the face 
of this outraged citizenry, and an 
election less than three months away, 
he regretfully carried out his duty. 
“Better leave town, girls,” he suggest- 
ed. “By noon tomorrow.” 

Melinda’s more practical side pre- 
vailed. “Why not move across the 
river?” she said. “That way we girls 
can stay here. It’s another county. 
We’ll be out of your damned sheriff’s 
jurisdiction.” 

Within seconds, she and her com- 
panions were lifted onto willing 
shoulders, and like victorious war- 
riors were carted triumphantly to the 
riverbank. There, old MacPherson, 
the raft man, was “induced” to ferry 
the party across. It took several trips. 

The next few days were busy ones. 
The cowboys, egged on by a promise 
of “something for every man who 
gives us a hand,” worked like galley 
slaves. As news of the coup spread 
in ever-widening circles, each hour 
saw new recruits coming to join in. 
A group of large log cabins quickly 
rose on the north bank of the Platte. 
Two well built, well chinked build- 
ings were designed as living quarters 
for the girls. A third larger cabin- 
much larger— subdivided into con- 
venient chambers, was constructed 
for entertainment. It was more crude- 
ly built, since it went up faster. The 
boys were anxious to collect their 
rewards. A fourth building, this one 
in exchange for cash money, went up 
next door. This was the saloon. The 
innkeeper from town had quickly 
noted that girls plus men equal 
drinks; that drinks in quantity equal 
far greater profits than are to be 
gained in running a family hotel. His 
hunch proved absolutely correct. 

As the days passed, a vast air of 
peace settled over the countryside. 
Contentment reigned supreme. Me- 
linda’s girls were happy, the cow- 
hands were happy, old MacPherson, 
whose ferrying business increased, 
was happy, and the innkeeper turned 
barman was happy. Even the es- 
teemed ladies and gentlemen in the 
south bank town were pleased: they’d 
won their point, they’d saved their 
village from sin. 

In late September one of the two 
blacksmiths took a gamble and 
moved his forge across the river. 
Cowboys mean horses; horses always 
need shoes. And it made sense for the 
smith to be where the horses were 
hitched: at Melinda’s. He prospered 
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immediately. At the same time his 
rival back in town, who formerly had 
shared a major percentage of the 
work, now found that he was doing 
less than a quarter of the business his 
more enterprising competitor was en- 
joying. 

The clothing store suffered too. An 
itinerant tailor had set up shop on the 
sin bank, and most of the cowhands 
Were buying his service: “We work 
while you play. Your clothes will be 
mended when you need them.” Cloth- 
ing store sales dropped one-third. 

But the straw that broke the town’s 
resistance was the rumor which start- 
ed circulating in mid-October. Who 
started it, no one knows. But it wasn’t 
long before the feed store owner 
dropped in at the bank to pass on this 
startling bit of news. “Did you hear? 
They say that the railroad’s going to 
build a station over by sin town.” 
The Union Pacific tracks ran some 
six hundred yards north of the far- 
thest shanty outpost. 

The fact that nothing could have 
been further from the Union Pacific’s 
mind didn’t enter into it in the least. 
For frankly, not only did no one 


bother to check on the rumor, no one 
really cared. It was only an excuse, 
a face-saving maneuver. What count- 
ed, more than anything else, was that 
the townsfolk were losing cash. In the 
entire history of the town— and that 
stretched back close to twenty years, 
a good nine and a half years before 
the Civil War— business had never 
been so bad. 

It was then that some genius came 
up with a compromise. 

“We don’t want them all over here. 
There’s too many to start with. Now 
I wouldn’t object to a few of the gals 
setting up shop in a quiet way, back 
upstairs over the hotel bar. But I’ll 
be damned if I want a whole passel 
of painted women strolling around 
town hawking their trade. It wouldn’t 
be seemly. Let’s at least keep the 
town dignified.” 

A roar of approval greeting this 
remark. Sage heads nodded wisely. 
A few girls wouldn’t be too bad at all. 

The vote on the proposals was 
taken. It carried easily. 

The next day a committee headed 
by the banker went to call on Lady 
Melinda and her brothel band. 


Actual negotiations were a lot 
smoother and easier than anticipated. 
The girls had done well. But there 
were drawbacks. First, cowhands 
were not the best of paying custom- 
ers. Their salaries were rather re- 
stricted. Second, shanties were hard- 
ly the most comfortable of working 
or living quarters— not to women ac- 
customed to the civilized comforts of 
Cairo, Illinois. But most important 
of all, winter was coming. None of 
them relished the thought of remain- 
ing in the rough surroundings of log 
cabins during that terrible season. 

The girls considered the offer. 
Since five of them wanted to stay, 
this caused another discussion, but 
that was solved too— by lot. Melinda 
and the rest were only too happy to 
push on. They returned to the com- 
mittee and shook hands on the deal. 

Melinda Young and her passionate 
safari moved on to Denver. They 
never reached Great Falls, Montana, 
their original destination. But what 
matter that? Melinda had made her 
mark. No man or woman can ever 
desire more than that from a wasted 
life of misadventure. ■ 
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objectives. The U-2 incident is not 
our only recent cloak-and-dagger 
flopperoo. 

Part of what Jan has to say has 
been heard from others before, and 
much of it has since been confirmed 
at high administrative levels. Yet it 
hits with a different sort of impact 
coming in the words of one of the 
master spies in the western world. 
Americans who pick up the checks 
for our espionage, and who, whether 
they know it or not, depend on its 
success for national survival, should 
be as alarmed as Jan by this history 
of failure. 

“We fail, and we fail badly, be- 
cause of our own clumsy errors,” Jan 
insists. “No major power shows so 
many soft spots as America. None of 
them can afford it. Neither can we— 
the West. Some American mistakes 
I remember with no difficulty because 
they cost us so very much. 

“There was the high-ranking Com- 
munist satellite official we might have 
pulled out. We learned the official 
was going to be purged days before 
he knew about it. We received word 
of this from one of our operators 
working a field radio inside the area. 
He got it from a reliable undercover 
informant in the Communist govern- 
ment. -So, on this one we had a real 
edge. 

“Right away we began figuring 
how to exploit the information. Some 
of our people went through political 
files and made a thorough character 
analysis of the satellite official. The 
analysis showed practically no char- 
acter at all, which was what we’d 
been hoping. If we could make a con- 
tact and convince him he was due for 
the purge, he probably would let us 
smuggle him out to safety in the 
West. Everything in his past pointed 
to this reaction. 

“It would have been a tremendous 
victory if we pulled it off. For one 
thing, the defection of anybody so 
highly placed is wonderful propa- 
ganda for America in contested terri- 


tory. For another, this man was 
bound to have large quantities of 
classified information in his head- 
military strength, atomic develop- 
ment, security organization, even 
some secret codes. All of this we 
could have put to good use.” 

The name of the man would be 
familiar to most readers. He had 
been in newspaper headlines some 
time ago. But Jan dares not identify 
the official for fear of exposing some 
vital espionage lines still running into 
the target area. 

“Until that point, everything had 
gone off well,” Jan continues. “Then 
we hit a snag. Bureaucracy always 
lacks flexibility, and in America there 
is bureaucracy so tight it pinches. 
One U.S. administrator thought the 
project sounded risky. My God! Any 
espionage mission involves risk. 

“For four whole days they haggled 
over the idea. Some inquiries run out 
by the office teletype took hours and 
slowed the action down even more. 
Personally, I use commercial cables 
much of the time instead because 
they’re so much faster. But my point 
is that at a time when swift, decisive 
action was needed, our project ended 
up in the dim, agonizing channels 
Americans must live by. 

“All this time our radio op on the 
inside kept messaging us: Hurry, 
hurry. Every hour scaled down our 
chances of success. We kept asking 
for speed while high-level administra- 
tors passed the buck back and forth. 
Finally, on the fifth day, they gave 
reluctant consent. 

“Ordinarily we plot an assignment 
like this one with tender care. Extra 
men backstop each stage of the mis- 
sion, while we avoid tangling our lines 
by sending several field agents in 
along different routes for contact with 
the target. But now we had run out 
of time. Communist security forces 
might arrest the official at any mo- 
ment. Our chances for success were 
slimmer and the risk was greater, but 
we had no choice. 


“Out best escape man was a fellow 
called Victor. Victor had been run- 
ning people over the border for more 
than a year. This time we offered him 
a thousand dollars— big money— if it 
worked out. We told him he had to 
handle most of the contact work him- 
self once he got into the hostile zone. 
He didn’t like the sound of it, but 
agreed to take the assignment. 

“Victor left the same night. At the 
border some tough characters we 
hired staged a noisy diversionary 
raid. They stood in the darkness on 
the safe side of the frontier shooting 
guns, screaming, throwing weighted 
bags on the fences to set off the elec- 
tronic alarms. Flares whooshed up, 
mines exploded, Communist watch- 
towers opened up the night with large 
searchlights. And just as we figured 
it, border sentries from adjoining 
zones came running over to converge 
on the area. 

“At exactly twelve-thirty by the 
luminous dial on his wrist watch, 
while the loud diversion continued, 
Victor cut a hole in the Iron Curtain 
three miles up the line and crawled 
into the enemy world without any 
trouble. 

“He never made it all the way. 
They caught Victor the next day and 
killed him. Our target was arrested a 
day later and executed following the 
vaudeville that passes for a fair trial 
in a People’s Republic. Given enough 
time, we never would have suffered 
total collapse on a project so impor- 
tant. As it was, four days of red tape 
left us without any margin for error.” 

Jan’s anger at the failure of this 
assignment is not misguided. 

At higher levels, the intelligence 
reports are distributed to various 
government agencies according to 
their area of interest— State, Defense, 
Atomic Energy, Air Force, FOA. 
Only through reliable intelligence es- 
timates can the U.S. government op- 
erate effectively in the field of for- 
eign affairs in this age of total peril. 
Red tape routine snarls effectiveness, 
causes deadly delays, endangers field 
agents. 

But bureaucracy is only one major 
stumbling block. “There is nothing 
worse than an incompetent agent,” 
Jan says, “but in my seven years with 
the Americans I have seen far too 
many behave like Boy Scouts. 

“One recent summer day, some 
misfits caused a big flop in Berlin,” 
Jan says. “A chair-borne operations 
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man walking up the street in the U.S. 
sector heard an odd little click be- 
hind him. Fortunately he reacted the 
way he should. He didn’t turn around 
immediately. Instead, he kept on 
walking until he came to a shop win- 
dow where he paused long enough 
to notice an attractive girl following 
him. 

“Up around the corner he pulled 
up short. As she came around, he 
jerked her into a luggage store and 
telephoned the Security boys. 
Through a hole in her purse the girl 
had been taking pictures with a Rol- 
leiflex camera. Security took her 
away for interrogation. 

“Well, the interrogation led to a 
search of the girl’s room. She was a 
refugee from the East and, as I said, 
an attractive one, too. On some sort 
of whim she had decided to sign up 
with one of the many western agen- 
cies in Berlin for anti-Communist 
operations. But she was turned down 
everywhere she went because she had 
no obvious skills beyond her fine ap- 
pearance. 

“So, to prove a point, she decided 
she would identify as many of the 
resident U.S. intelligence men as she 
possibly could. Espionage is based 
largely on deception and guile. For 
this reason most espionage men de- 
liberately masquerade as something 
else in public— Census Bureau, Refu- 
gee Registry, Economic Council, al- 
most anything. Any time an exposure 
opens the real identity, we suffer 
for it. 

“As things turned out, the girl 
proved an alarming point. In her 
room they found thick reports on 
forty-seven different men and women 
with full or part-time connections in 
the local American intelligence ap- 
paratus. 

“She had full descriptions. Name, 
any cover name, approximate age, 
size, coloring. She had photographs 
she took with the camera hidden in 
her purse. She had pictures of their 
signet ring crests, hand-drawn pro- 
files, even the year and make of their 
automobiles. What’s more— and this 
was really deadly— she had followed 
them around enough to list their ex- 
act contact points, informants they 
met, and operational schedules. 

“How did she get all this? Simple. 
The average American espionage man 
either skulks suspiciously around 
town with his collar turned up, which 
is obvious, or he acts dumb all the 


time. As soon as the girl found the 
first intelligence worker, she followed 
him around listing his other contacts, 
and then she followed these around, 
and so on. We had to abandon some 
important operations immediately 
for an obvious reason. If this girl 
could learn so much, what about 
Communist specialists with their 
years of intense training? 

“Look at how dangerously some 
of these fools talk. They don’t realize 
that the whole world beyond their 
office is a big enemy ear carefully 
tuned in on them. They simply do 
not realize how anyone— a waiter, a 
taxi-driver, the couple at the next 
table— may have connections with 
the other side.” 

Except at the highest and lowest 
levels, when on the one hand we have 
excellent professionals like Allen 
Dulles and on the other the best 
hard-rock field agents in Europe, the 
personnel just doesn’t measure up to 
the job. 

An incident occurred in East Ger- 
many last year which illustrates a 
blunt point. One of our chair-borne 
intelligence men had a chance to go 
into hostile territory under circum- 
stances that involved no real risk. 
Quickly, with an eye on what he 
could tell the boys back home some 
day, he snapped at it. 

The assignment took the form of a 
guided tour through East Germany. 
Our intelligence man went and 
bought himself a loud necktie, dou- 
ble-breasted suit, stockings with a 
clock pattern— the works. He did 
everything right— except for one 
thing. During his three-week swing 
of East Germany, he had failed to 
remove his West Point ring. Sharp- 
eyed Reds, of course, saw to it that 
he was given a carefully screened 
tour. 

Similar foul-ups have occurred 
elsewhere in the world. At a party in 
Hong Kong, one incompetent agent 
loudly blew the cover name of a 
large espionage agency in the area. 
In Europe a blabbermouth casually 
exposed in conversation in a large 
restaurant the true identity of an in- 
telligence man who had been building 
a cover reputation as something 
much different. 

Many of the misfits drawing wages 
in American intelligence happen to 
be assigned to the vital evaluation 
work for reasons too bewildering to 
contemplate. If there is one crucial 



NOW 

offered 
for the 
first time 


The New Combination 
Adjustable Waist 
and Abdominal Leveler 


Slenderizes Both Abdomen and Waist 

Figure Slimmer corrects the faults of other gar- 
ments. Some hold in the stomach but push out the 
waist. Figure Slimmer slenderizes both the waist 
and abdominal appearance at the same time. You 
will look inches slimmer and feel wonderful. 


Holds Back Together 

Figure Slimmer is wonderful for that falling-apart 
back feeling. Its firm, gentle compressing action 
makes you feel good and secure. 



Appear Inches Slimmer 

Figure Slimmer flattens 
your front and takes in 
inches off your appear- 
ance. Clothes will look 
well on you now! 

Adjustable 

Figure Slimmer's adjust- 
able feature makes it 
easy for you to have a 
small waistline look. 
Trousers now look good 
and fit swell. You can 
take yourself in more 
inches if you wish, with 
this novel adjustable 
feature. Try 10 days! 


TRY lO DAYS FREE 


I Ward Green Co., 43 W. M St., N.Y. 23 Depf. PI 12 J 
Rush for ten days approval the new Figure Slim- 
mer. After wearing for ten days, I can return it for 
full refund of purchase price if not satisfied. 


□ Send C.O.D. I will pay postman plus postage. 

□ I enclose $3.49. Send it prepaid. ($3.98 for 
waist 46 and up.) EXTRA crotch pieces, 50^ each. 

My waist measure is inches. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 


I 


DECEMBER, 1960 


65 



phase of intelligence once the materi- 
al is whisked from behind some sec- 
tion of the Iron Curtain, it is evalua- 
tion. And proper evaluation is one 
of the weakest links in America’s es- 
pionage system. 

Recently, news of a secret naval 
buildup deep in Russia reached our 
hands. Yet our Strategic Air Com- 
mand, responsible for lining up vital 
retaliatory target strikes in Russia, 
hit the ceiling when the information 
came in many days late. SAC lives 
by a grim stop watch, and speed is 
essential. At the moment, we live or 
die by SAC. 

That American espionage agencies 
fall dangerously short of even mini- 
mum standards in an age of crisis, 
is Jan’s main message. Almost every- 
thing he has seen shaped a fearful 
vision of our own futility. 

It is easy to find the root of the 
trouble. Until World War II Ameri- 
ca maintained only a small and in- 
significant espionage apparatus. Be- 
fore that, our role in global affairs 
amounted to a semi-isolationist, 
hands-off attitude. Then, almost 
overnight, we became the leader of 
the free world. To support effectively 
this leadership we needed an abun- 
dance of good, reliable intelligence 
material, and we needed it fast. 

Thousands of positions opened and 
were filled with whatever talent was 
available. But this talent did not be- 
gin to measure up to the high goals 
anticipated, on paper at least. Our 
chronic national approach to espi- 
onage as either a fairly crooked 
business or something wildly roman- 
tic had left its mark. Somebody had 
to fill vital jobs, and our lack of a 
real tradition meant that too many 
of these somebodies simply had no 
conception at all of the subtle, de- 
ceptive work required. 

Already America has suffered by 
its inexperience in this field. 

Shortly before Christmas a few 
years ago, Western counter-intelli- 
gence officers working West Berlin 
arrested a shapely, dark-haired, 
twenty-four-year-old German beauty, 
Irmgard Schmidt. Using her woman- 
ly charms, Irmgard quite easily col- 
lected the most sensitive espionage 
material from Americans and handed 
it over to Russian controls. Among 
the most shocking charges filed 
against her was one showing how the 
girl gave the Russians our order of 
battle sections in Berlin. She also 


handed the Soviets hush-hush details 
about U.S. secret agents, underground 
workers, and espionage routes into 
the East. American agents who let 
themselves be seduced of these se- 
crets might just as well have gone out 
and executed a few of their own top 
field agents themselves. 

None of the overlapping U.S. es- 
pionage groups working the Far East 
gave any advance warning of the 
Korean invasion despite a massive 
Communist military build-up only a 
few miles beyond the 38th Parallel. 

Some months later General Doug- 
las MacArthur’s own field intelligence 
service insisted that Chinese troops 
would not enter the Korean fighting 
as our forces approached the Yalu 
River area. England, for one, cor- 
rectly evaluated abundant signs to 
the contrary with an intelligence esti- 
mate that China would certainly join 
the fighting. 

During the rioting in Egypt, which 
flared on the streets of Cairo and a 
thorough shake-up of the Suez, 
American intelligence reports filed 
from the Middle East showed no 
awareness of these coming events. 

For too many years, thick walls of 
security have made the whole field of 
espionage a flagrant sacred cow. 

Much as American intelligence of- 
ficials try to hide their record under 
the covers of national security, parts 
of it have leaked out from time to 
time through special task forces eval- 
uating our government operations. 
Some time ago the Hoover Commis- 
sion looked into the activities of the 
Central Intelligence Agency. The re- 
port: It had “not yet achieved the 
desired degree of proficiency and 
dependability.” 

Not long ago a special study group 
headed by Lieutenant General James 
Doolittle reported to President Eisen- 
hower that the CIA could be im- 
proved. 

From Jan and from many other 
sources, including directors of two 
of our largest agencies, come opin- 
ions on America’s spy success, or 
lack of it. The estimates range from 
mediocrity to absolutely awful. 

“It wouldn’t be so bad,” an agent 
just in from a Far Eastern tour re- 
vealed recently, “if we could only 
see some improvement up ahead. We 
can’t. Instead of even a halting im- 
provement, our American espionage 
gets progressively worse. Every time 
the panic sets in at high levels they 


react in the same way. In a great 
spray of memoranda, they lay on 
more agencies, more lines, more mon- 
ey-more of that same clumsy big- 
ness. So while the basic structural 
defects remain, confusion is multi- 
plied.” 

No other nation, not even the 
Soviet Union, maintains so many 
confusing, overlapping lines of intel- 
ligence as we do. The British, for 
example, do a superb job in Berlin 
with only three basic brand names 
while ten American agencies stumble 
all over one another. 

Only recently one of the United 
States groups casting lines into East 
Germany decided to put out some 
smoke by deliberately leaking false 
and misleading information to the 
enemy. For a period of several 
months, false material calculated to 
deceive the Communist security into 
whose hands it fell went trickling 
back into the hostile world. 

The eternal chestnut seemed to be 
going off without a hitch until some- 
body at a higher level made an 
alarming discovery. Another Ameri- 
can agency operating in the same 
area largely on a fumble-and-a-prayer 
policy had been going to great 
lengths to buy back this same phony 
information from informants in East 
Germany. 

In all this American bigness and 
bureaucracy, the inevitable feeling 
of rivalry crops up again and again 
to scale down efficiency even fur- 
ther. More and more vital lines col- 
lapse simply because the rivalry has 
reached what amounts to competitive 
bidding for the foreign-born inform- 
ants and field agents who work the 
dirty end of intelligence. In Ger- 
many, one British group filed an 
angry protest after a U.S. agency 
hired three good informants away 
from them at double the rates they 
were paying. 

“We had something big going for 
us over on the Chinese mainland,” a 
civilian espionage man stationed in 
the Far East commented. “One of 
the Japanese set up the lines and 
really did a good job for us. Just as 
it began producing regularly, he left 
us for better pay with an Army 
agency.” 

In Munich, residents bumming 
around a small hotel lobby not long 
ago were treated to some high-com- 
edy effects without any real humor 
for America. Two agents for two 
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different U.S. agencies carried on a 
loud public quarrel as to who had 
first call on a tough German inform- 
ant known as Muller. As things 
turned out, neither one ever got a 
grip on Muller again, for he quit 
them both in disgust after learning 
about the incident, and signed with 
the English on the reasonable grounds 
that they at least air any disagree- 
ments in private. 

Other simple truths also get over- 
looked. It is axiomatic that for suc- 
cess, espionage must be bold, ven- 
turesome, imaginative. Too often the 
operations are whittled down to hesi- 
tant, plodding routine. 

A few years ago a control man as- 
signed to Europe came up with 
something new. It sounded good to a 
few old pros in the area. And even if 
the plot failed, America would have 
been out only a field agent or so, 
small loss by the hard code of espi- 
onage for the chance of such great 
success. 

Through reliable sources working 
inside Hungary we knew that one of 
the Communist espionage officers in 
charge of spies fanning out into the 
American sector of Austria was en- 
joying marked success. Precisely 
what operations he had working we 
didn’t know and couldn’t learn, but 
we knew they existed in abundance, 
and presumably these lines were 
making a good book on American 
military operations and other vital 
matters. 

Our sources inside the lines had 
supplied sufficient biographical ma- 
terial so that we knew when the Hun- 
garian left his office and a few of the 
bright spots he patronized. If we 
sent two men in for a quiet sort of 
kidnaping and then killed the control 
officer and left him out on some road 
it would, with the proper staging, 
look like accidental death by un- 
known motor vehicle. 

After a raging debate among 
America’s upper-crust officials the 
idea was rejected. Why? Any failure 
on a mission of that size would rub 
off on too many individual records, 
and promotion is based on success 
shown in triplicate forms. Individu- 
als cannot be blamed for this nearly 
as much as the climate in which it 
flourishes. 

Among all the artful schemes 
which have been killed for fear some 
bungling statesman of Senator Mc- 
Carthy ilk might misread the direc- 
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tions at some future date, was a 
fairly good one ready for operation 
in Germany some time ago. We 
would hire two residents of a West 
German town, secretly known to us 
as Communist agents, for messenger 
boys by pretending to hire them as 
trusted U.S. informants and letting 
them “overhear” false statements 
about American military plans in the 
region. We knew they would pass 
this information along to Commu- 
nist controls who would laugh at the 
idea of the bungling Yanks hiring 
two Soviet undercover men. 

Only one flaw kept the neat plan 
from working out. It never began. 
To pretend to hire the Germans as 
American informants they would also 
have to be paid a small salary for the 
sake of appearance. And nobody, 
but nobody, wanted to be in the po- 
sition of signing orders approving 
payment of government funds to men 
known to be Communists— not in 
this day and age, anyway. 

Anyone who doubts the wisdom of 
their decision might try this on for 
size: In 1962 or 1963 the head of a 


Congressional anti-Communist com- 
mittee puts a question shaped like 
this to one of the men who ap- 
proved: “Did you or did you not in 
1960 sign papers to pay a man 
known to you as an atheistic Com- 
munist conspirator large sums of 
American government money? An- 
swer yes or no only, please. ... I 
see. And now we’ll adjourn for to- 
day.” 

In the face of its problems and ob- 
vious lack of tradition, American es- 
pionage will have difficulty untrack- 
ing itself, and the national security 
will suffer far more than the average 
citizen realizes. Jan, the experienced 
Polish spy, puts it another way, and 
the way he putg it has an air of chill. 
“It may not be so tragic that Ameri- 
ca has no real intelligence talents. As 
advanced weapons of war reduced 
the need for brilliant military tacti- 
cians during World War Two, so 
may the wonderful satellite that can 
be placed into orbit by rocket power 
reduce the need for skilled human 
spies. If we have time to get them 
into the sky.” ■ 
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which had led from Palermo to Paris 
and Madame Legrand-Falco. 

I persuaded the receptionist to ar- 
range an interview, and half an hour 
later was talking with the president 
of the league, explaining about Scilla. 
She read my letter of introduction 
and seemed almost to welcome the 
fact that I had a criminal record. 
“Perhaps yours is the proper back- 
ground for success,” she said. 

She placed three file folders be- 
fore me. “Read these and then we 
will talk.” 

Quickly, I scanned the files, reports 
on three girls I had never heard of 
before. One was Ilaria Gasperini, 
eighteen, who had been called from 
one of Rome’s second-run movie 
houses and told by an unidentified 
voice on the telephone to rush home 
in the first taxicab she could find, 
since there was an accident involv- 
ing her mother. Ilaria took an empty 
cab, sped away— and was not heard 
from again. Rene Toussan, seventeen, 


and Micheline Santilli, sixteen, were 
attending a church dance in Marseil- 
les near the waterfront when they, too, 
strangely vanished into thin air. 

“It is happening all over Italy and 
southern France,” Madame Legrand- 
Falco explained. “Underworld agents 
are abducting European teen-agers, 
particularly beautiful blondes, and 
selling them into the white slavery of 
Moslem harems in the Middle East.” 

Scilla was a natural blonde, a 
charming girl. I had thought her 
mysteriously dead, perhaps, but not 
in an Arabian harem. The idea of 
such a racket seemed incredible, even 
to me. 

“What would you do to find Scil- 
la?” Madame Legrand-Falco asked. 

Remembering my obligation, I 
said: “Anything. I have come close 
to murder for what by contrast was 
nothing.” 

These bold words led me to an 
interview with the chief of the Bri- 
gade Mondaine, Commissioner Emile 


Friedrich. He confirmed that a ring 
of kidnapers was using every means 
possible— blackmail, lure of money, 
trickery, force— to round up good- 
looking girls and spirit them across 
the Mediterranean Sea for sale to oil- 
rich Arabs. The demand for French 
and Italian harem girls was so great 
that an official estimate placed the 
sex-slave racket gross at almost one 
million dollars a month. “Oil money 
has apparently changed the tastes of 
many sheikhs,” Commissioner Fried- 
rich said. “They are eager to pay top 
price for maidens from Europe whose 
skin is light and hair blonde. Once 
the girls are taken over to Cairo it is 
impossible to follow their trail into 
the trackless, burning deserts.” 

Commissioner Friedrich showed me 
reports compiled by the United Na- 
tions Commission on Human Rights. 
The U.N. estimate was that forty 
thousand young women were brought 
and sold like cattle each year. The 
majority of these were native girls 
from hidden Africa slave camps in 
Eritrea, Abyssinia, the Guinea Coast, 
Northern Uganda, Cameroons, and 
Spanish Rio de Oro. The usual price- 
tag on Africans was a hundred dol- 
lars, although superb specimens 
brought as high as two thousand. The 
balance of the girls were whites— typ- 
ists, college coeds, salesgirls, house- 
wives, actresses, any attractive female 
between the ages of fifteen and twen- 
ty. They brought fees up to five 
thousand dollars. 

“The procurers operate around 
railroad stations, cafes, and movie 
houses,” Commissioner Friedrich said. 
“They also attend the many beauty 
contests held all over France and 
Italy where fresh victims for the slave 
market are discovered.” 

I could not fit Scilla into any of 
this picture. She had simply failed to 
return from her job in an office in 
Palermo’s business district. Investi- 
gation had turned up no lead what- 
ever to her possible fate. I was now 
convinced that the illegal traffic in 
human slaves did exist; that my sister 
had been one of these victims, I re- 
fused to accept. 

“There has been no word from 
her,” the commissioner reminded me. 
“No corpse has turned up. She is 
beautiful and blonde— exactly what 
the slavers want— and is missing with- 
out a trace, like hundreds of other 
girls in France and Italy. Can you 
ignore the obvious?” 
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I ignored it for a week, sufficient 
time to allow for an exchange of 
air-mail letters to my home in Pa- 
lermo. My mother and my younger 
sisters had heard nothing more of 
Scilla, They implored me to free her 
from an Arabian harem which I did 
not believe existed. Mine was a repu- 
tation of brute force; I was not a fam- 
ily favorite. Yet the law is helpless at 
times and there is a need even for 
such things as brutality. From Com- 
missioner Friedrich I obtained the 
kidnap route used in the instances of 
several French girls his agents had 
managed to trace as far as the villages 
and oases of the Sahara Desert fringe. 
Marseilles was a jump-off point. 

I gave a hundred lira each to “in- 
formers” who virtually formed a line 
at the cafe table where I held forth. 

I became a joke, a fool who could be 
cheated of money by a mere word or 
two. Perhaps this reputation spread 
until it reached the right person. In 
any case one afternoon a sly-looking 
but ragged man took a seat at my 
table and slipped across its moist 
surface a set of rosary beads I im- 
mediately recognized as Scilla’s. I paid 
the hundred lira. From this man I 
was able to obtain additional informa- 
tion which convinced me beyond 
doubt that my sister had been ship- 
ped bodily to some Arab slave mar- 
ket. Flow I obtained it is of little con- 
sequence here. I used brutal means, 
yet nothing technically criminal. 

From my mother, sisters, and more 
legitimate brothers I received funds 
to buy transportation across the sea 
to Algeria, and traveled from there 
by motor car to a desolate point on 
the edge of the dry Sahara. I bought 
an outfit — a high-powered Mauser 
rifle, a guide, supplies, water bags, 
camels. I asked to be taken to the sand 
dune hills, between Iguidi and El 
Djouf. Zarak, the guide, agreed. 

He grinned. Widely. My smashed 
nose. My scars. It was not difficult 
to understand why the white man had 
to buy a woman. He led me out into 
the desert. We reached Iguidi, refilled 
our water bags, headed toward El 
Djouf. Late that afternoon we topped 
a dune and the guide slipped from 
his mount, motioned me to follow 
suit, and prodded the stilt-legged crea- 
tures into reclining position. In the 
hollow below our vantage point I 
could see the kraals— high-walled pens 
—the most spectacular sight Western 
man could imagine. 


The kraals held hundreds of girls — 
black and white— some of them dress- 
ed in the tattered remnants of fabrics, 
most of them completely naked. I 
observed through binoculars that 
some girls were being led from one 
kraal and handcuffed together in sets 
of four. I counted fifty sets— two hun- 
dred girls. Moslems mounted on cam- 
els formed the hysterical females into 
a crude column. Whips fell across 
bare backs. The girls were herded, 
like cattle, deeper into the sand desert. 

“Not buy girl here,” the guide said. 

I knew. The U.N. report had de- 
scribed this spot as a staging area, 
a jump-off point for the central hu- 
man slave market some six weeks’ 
hard travel south in the Tibbou Des- 
ert. I had provisioned for such a trip, 


and the guide agreed to accompany 
me all the way. 

Two days later we reached the Ti- 
besti Mountains and Zarak located 
the girl auction encampment. I was 
dressed in Arab garb to protect 
against the scorching sun. Hiding the 
girl outside with the camels, Zarak 
and I casually joined a group of 
sauntering Arabian sheikhs’ buyer 
agents and walked to the platforms 
where slavers were auctioning off hu- 
man merchandise. The girls were pa- 
raded across in the nude. Bids were 
made, contested, accepted usually 
before a woman could reach the far 
end of the stand. Her new owner’s 
agent would clap chains or rope on 
her, and she would be taken off to 
some desolate Arab encampment in 
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the vast Sahara, forever lost to her 
family or her tribe. 

No girl who looked the least like 
Scilla appeared. 

“Port Sudan,” Zarak said. 

According to the U.N. reports 
Commissioner Friedrich had showed 
to me, between Port Sudan and Mas- 
sau lay a shipping point for girl slaves 
who’d been purchased at the Tibesti 
camp. Trucks carried these females 
east from Tibesti and somewhere be- 
tween Sudan and Massau they were 
unloaded, placed on dhows— barges— 
and ferried across the Red Sea to the 
port of Jiddah. One U.N. account, 
the sworn testimony of an eye-wit- 
ness, had been particularly shocking 
to me. British explorer J. Lewis Carv- 
er had stated: “One day I had the 
opportunity to watch a group of three 
hundred chained young girls being 
loaded on eleven dhows. They were 
made to lie down on the bottom of 
the boats and covered with bags of 
Ethiopian coffee. During the trip the 
nachoda— flagman— spied an English 
patrol ship and sounded the alarm. 
The captain instantly ordered the 
freight dumped into the sea, chains 
and all, through a special trapdoor in 
the hull of the vessel. The heavy 
shackles took care of the rest.” 

We watched truck convoys carrying 
enslaved girls toward this embarka- 
tion point. Our slower pace, by camel, 
meant that other convoys would pass 
before we could hope to reach Jid- 
dah. I would have to cross the Red 
Sea to continue my search for Scilla. 

Reaching Jiddah by morning, I had 
to pick up the vague slave trail all 
over again. My one lead, furnished 
earlier by Commissioner Friedrich, 
was that Jiddah was a training grounds 
for young girls about to be delivered 
into sheikh harems. The slaves were 
forced to attend notorious “sex 
schools” where they were instructed 
in the harem arts. 

Still in Arab attire, I prowled 
through the narrow streets of the 
sprawling city, kicked dead rats out 
of my way, tip-toed over oozing sew- 
age, pushed through the crowded 
junk bazaars. Jiddah smelled as bad 
as it looked. I learned after consider- 
able effort that the top school for 
harem girls was run by an Armenian 
widow who called herself Madame 
Lydia. What was more important, 
some sly Moslem gutter-snipes sold 
guided “tours” through the school— 
a chance for the poor to see the rich 
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man’s half of the world. This was an 
easy way in. I paid my admission fee 
and moved along with the pleasure- 
seekers. 

I saw lovely harem novices being 
coached to serve their masters. They 
were taught how to make themselves 
more beautiful and intriguing. The 
techniques of the Middle East spe- 
cialty, the belly-dance, were drilled in- 
to each pretty body. And there were 
other classes, of far more private 
nature. Two light-skinned students 
refused to cooperate in these latter 
classes, and were promptly shackled 
to a stone wall. Madame Lydia, using 
a three-thonged whip of hippopota- 
mus hide, flogged them until they sub- 
missively agreed to show a better 
academic attitude. 

In all this sickening display, I failed 
to sight the familiar face of Scilla. I 
withdrew to the street; my mission 
seemed at an unhappy end. I knew of 
no other means to pursue until my 
downcast eyes fell on the face of a 
beggar woman. Without thinking, I 
threw a coin and said something in 
Italian. This woman responded in my 
own tongue. I stopped, retraced my 
steps, spoke to her again. Whether she 
misinterpreted my intention or not, I 
couldn’t say. But she stood up, a tan- 
skinned, good-looking woman with 
a fine figure, and came toward me with 
that provocative stride females re- 
serve for such moments. I told her I 
sought information about a slave girl 
named Scilla. 

, The woman gave her name as Ka- 
wahkeb Um Fahad. She was forty 
years old, and was enraged because 
just recently she had been put out to 
pasture after serving in harems in the 
Sultanate of Shakhr and Mokalla. In 
her early teens she had been sold 
into slavery by her father for the equi- 
valent of one hundred American dol- 
lars. Most of her adult life had been 
spent in one slave-pen or another. 
Whatever there was to know about 
harem life, Kawahkeb could tell you. 

I asked if she could get me an in- 
terview with Madame Lydia. She re- 
plied that this was too dangerous. 
“Let me worry about the danger,” 
I said. “My sister is in a harem, a 
slave.” 

Kawahkeb’s attitude toward this 
was surprising. She thought Scilla was 
quite fortunate. In her own most re- 
cent harem experience, in Mokalla, 
Kawahkeb had what she considered 
a nice situation. She was one of sev- 
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enty-two girls on call, so she rarely 
had to spend the night with her mas- 
ter. Moreover, the harem was equip- 
ped with all modern luxuries, as most 
of them are. It was air-conditioned, 
had a television set, radio, and tape 
recorder. 

The girls usually wore expensive 
Paris-made garments with necklines 
plunging to the waist. Their robes 
were covered with precious stones and 
gold ornaments. Aside from the dis- 
advantage of being a slave, the harem 
girl had a comparatively comfortable 
life. This was what Kawahkeb had 
lost when thrown out by her master. 
She was the woman scorned, and her 
fury was intense. 

I put money into her hand. “I am 
interested in a blonde girl from Italy 
named Scilla.” 

In the Mokalla harem, Kawahkeb 
said, two delectable blonde-haired 
Italian girls had been brought in not 
long ago. Both of them had been 
abducted in December, 1958, one 
from Reggio Calabria and the other 
from Palermo, Sicily. 

“The one from Palermo,” I said, 
“what was her name?” 


The expressionless woman shrug- 
ged. This she did not know. She said 
the two Italian girls refused to co- 
operate, no punishment could make 
them serve the master. Finally, when 
nothing else seemed to work, the 
wealthy sheikh distributed long whips 
of elephant hide to twenty girls of his 
harem. He ordered them to whip the 
rebels. This was done until the two 
girls fell to the floor, unconscious. 
The harem physician was called to 
attend to them, but neither girl re- 
sponded to treatment. Kawahkeb be- 
lieved that they had no wish to live, 
and so they died. 

Where there is life there is hope, 
and hope was now gone. In my very 
early investigations I had discovered 
that only one blonde-haired girl had 
been reported missing in Palermo at 
the time of Scilla’s disappearance. The 
girl who had been killed in the re- 
mote southeastern coast of the Ara- 
bian Peninsula had been my sister, 
Scilla Chiana. My search was ended, 
my word had been kept. There was 
no need for anything more. 

Thirty-three United Nations coun- 
tries have signed a convention out- 


lawing all slavery, but Saudi Arabia 
did not affix its signature because the 
delegate insisted that his people con- 
sider it an infringement of national 
sovereignty. The Koran specifically 
states that a man can have as many 
concubines as the traffic will bear. 
“Seek, and ye shall find,” says the 
Islamic bible. This explains why kid- 
napers from the desert country are 
searching the European continent 
these days for pretty light-haired girls 
like my sister to be sold into a life- 
time of harem sex bondage. 

“Seek, and ye shall find,” may also 
explain why desert bandits are rush- 
ing into a remote southeastern area 
of the Arabian Peninsula to raid and 
plunder a Mokalla sheikh rumored to 
be so rich that his harem women 
wear diamond jewels on their toes. I 
have heard that these women go bare- 
footed, among other things, to reward 
bold men who smuggle them out to 
freedom. At least, that is the rumor 
circulated by the angry woman, Ka- 
wahkeb Um Fahad, whose voice has 
been encouraged to loudness by a 
mysterious donation of a small for- 
tune in Italian lira. ■ 
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Shipped F O B. 
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day money back 
guarantee. 

2-Gun Rig, S3 1 -9S 
11029 WASHINGTON BLVD. 
CULVER CITY 19 , CALIF. 
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steady stream to his station desk. 

“Oh, she’s got everything! Boy, 
has she got it!’’ The memory perked 
most of them up. 

Her eyes were blue. No one had 
forgotten how they caught light and 
sparkled. The hair was dark brown, 
combed straight back, pinned at the 
nape of the neck so it sprayed down 
over her sleek, casually bare back. 
She wore pink slacks, fitted skin- 
tight to hips, knees, and calves, and 
constricted to her tiny waist. The 
stomach was flat and a pink silk 
halter arrangement revealed the fine 
modeling of the muscles there. She 
was disturbingly busty. Her high 
curves swelled outward from the ex- 
treme cut of a semi-jacket. She was 
about five-five, a hundred and twenty 
pounds. Age estimates varied from 
eighteen to thirty. Who cared about 
age? 

Garton usually shrugged with dis- 
gust and dismissed the men. Then 
the picture took on a more menacing 
nature. Captain Garton was called 
to the hospital bedside of a man 
named LeRoy Mong. Fourteen 
stitches had been required to replace 
a flap of his scalp that had been left 
to hang over his face. Otherwise he 
appeared to have been run through a 
cotton gin. In effecting escape from 
his lady of the evening, Mong had 
crawled through what had seemed to 
him miles of dense briars. 

His story was simple and by now 
familiar. He had been waiting for a 
bus on Grace Street, under a street- 
lamp, when an old gray Chewy stop- 
ped at the curb. A tiny red-haired 
girl was at the wheel, a chunky man 
sat in the middle, and on the outside 
was one of the sexiest women Mong 
had ever seen, her eyes sparkling blue 
in the glare of the overhead lamp. 

“Hello, hon,” the admirable one 
said with a white smile that promised 
everything Solomon is understood to 
have owned. “You lonesome?” 

Thirty minutes later the group 
stopped in a wooded area near Vir- 
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ginia’s James River west of the city. 
Mong barely noticed. 

“Let’s leave the car to them,” the 
bomb in pink britches said in a 
throaty whisper. She and Mong got 
out. 

Embracing each other, they walked 
a dozen steps when a slight sound 
caused Mong to turn his head. He 
ducked in time to miss a vicious, full 
swing of a hammer, but took enough 
of the blow to knock him to the 
ground. A man’s voice snapped, 
“Why the hell didn’t you hold him 
still!” 

Darkness and the briar patch saved 
the scrambling, terrified Mong from 
a worse fate: a savage carving, or 
death itself. 

Mong’s misadventure could have 
been an isolated case of a sordid 
kind, or even a cock-and-bull yarn, 
but as far as Captain Garton was 
concerned a murder potential existed. 

But the owner of the beauty, form, 
and passion, wasn’t concerned about 
the captain, much less her victims. 
Profits were easy, excellent; her pretty 
face, devastating eyes, and body- 
beautiful emphasized by tight slacks 
and revealing halter provided assur- 
ance that earnings would continue. 
Better still, male selections, as long 
as they had cash, were not picked 
according to amorous taste since she 
had no intention of romancing— ex- 
cept with her confederate and flame 
of the moment, Harry Edward Farris. 

Farris was a handsome twenty- 
six-year-old AWOL airman. 

Until Harry’s appearance in Rich- 
mond, Violet had been doing only 
fair, working her trade with another 
dish of her kind, Emma Virginia 
Dooms, a small, red-headed girl with 
no finesse, no imagination. Virginia, 
after a bona fide love affair, had 
bounced off on the wrong foot to 
“get even,” whereas Violet Merry- 
man was an immoral schemer by 
nature. The fact that her daddy was 
a cop in good standing gave her a 
vicarious confidence, for who would 
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figure a cop’s beautiful daughter a 
thieving prostitute? 

Their first trial heat involved a 
lonely sailor in Goldie’s Tavern. The 
gob was sitting on a stool, crying in 
his beer, longing for his girl in Cleve- 
land, when Violet stepped in from 
the street, bosomy, pink-slacked, and 
swivelling agonizingly at the waist. 
The trio took a table, ordered beer. 
Violet went into her act, smiling 
provocatively at the woebegone 
sailor. He stood it as long as he 
could, moved over to the table, naive- 
ly announced his plight. Violet took 
him over as if he were the lone sur- 
vivor of the orphanage fire. 

Next morning a cabbie found him, 
wandering in a daze, a four-inch gash 
in his scalp, his face and neck blood- 
drenched, a terrifying lump on his 
jaw. He had been deprived of money, 
jewelry, and self-respect. 

Captain Garton viewed the sailor 
with disgust, reminded him that he 
who tampers with fire gets singed, 
and without tangible evidence— what 
can the police do? After the sailor 
came the others, three or four every 
week. Garton figured there must have 
been more of them, since some for 
obvious reasons would avoid public- 
ity. 

By Friday night, July 17, 1942, 
the love-trap trio had things down 
pretty pat. On this night a lulu of a 
touch walked into the bar. Violet, at 
the small table across from Harry and 
Virginia and with a vacant chair 
beckoning, guessed the man to be 
about thirty. 

“Okay, chums,” Violet said. “Go 
into the act. If ever I saw a man on 
the prowl, this one is it.” 

Next morning a young boy en- 
route to a grocery spotted Frank 
Hargrove in a ditch, or what was left 
of him. County police and the cor- 
oner found what they were seeing 
hard to believe, for the corpse had 
all aspects of a specimen from a hor- 
ror chamber. The victim had been 
deeply carved with a keen-edged 
knife. The blade had been thrust into 
the left side and the steel wig-wagged 
as it was withdrawn. But the most 
violent wound had been caused by a 
long thrust straight down the neck- 
pillar and deep into the thorax, be- 
tween collarbone and shoulder blade. 

The victim’s pockets were empty. 
Jewelry was absent. The man’s arms 
were beautifully tattooed, one bearing 
the letters “M. L. H.” beneath a nude 


woman. Beneath the woman’s feet 
was the word “Phila.” Then, “Mother 
. . . To the Memory of—” There was 
a freshly-tattooed flower on one wrist 
of the other arm. 

County and city police were unable 
to identify the murdered man during 
the day, despite press, radio and tele- 
vision appeals. Nothing came in from 
authorities in the Quaker City after 
a request was made based on the 
letters “Phila.,” which police assumed 
might tie in with Philadelphia. 


That night, as coolly calculating 
as if she possessed no nerves, Violet 
directed the party. The trap was laid 
in another part of the city. Around 
ten o’clock handsome, thirty-six-year- 
old Vinichio Bichi entered the joint. 
He fell happily for the same routine, 
and ended up in a wooded area. 

As she moved along, Vinichio 
Bichi holding her suffocatingly tight, 
Violet did not see the figure that 
moved along beyond the woods in 
the moonlight. Ralph Allen was re- 
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during spare time in your own home. You may pay as 
you learn. Write today for free Crime Book. 
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cialized non-surgical, non-medical treatment which has 
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For the first time science has found a 
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pain — without surgery. 
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pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
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problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
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This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
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turning from work in downtown 
Richmond, taking his accustomed 
shortcut from the bus to his home 
beyond the woods. He noticed the 
parked car, the bright moon showing 
its color and peeling paint. He 
shrugged, knowing the usual signifi- 
cance. 

A woman’s scream turned him. 
He ran toward the woods. Another 
scream urged him faster. Inside the 
woods now, darting his glances, Allen 
spotted three figures moving wildly 
in the gloom, two of them with hair 
flying. He stopped in indecision. One 
of the figures became recognizable 
as a man and Allen saw that man 
raise one arm high, then strike down- 
ward. The vicious movement was 
repeated three times. 

“Shut up!” the shrill voice of a 
woman came to him. 

Then Allen saw that the man held 
a long knife in his hand. One of the 
women knelt beside an inert form. 
She got up, there was a muffled con- 
ference, the three hurried to the 
parked car and sped away. Not be- 
fore the bright moonlight showed 
Allen one of the women was dressed 
in pink slacks. 

Allen waited a minute or so before 
going to the spot. He struck a match, 
got sick, then ran to his home and 
called the police. 

Sergeant Cliff Brown was given the 
task of backtracking the butchered 
Bichi. A day and half a night of tav- 
ern visiting got him nowhere. Sure, 
Bichi had been seen, but no one re- 
called which girl he’d picked up. 

On Sunday morning newspaper 
publicity of the murders paid off. A 
man who’d finished breakfast settled 
down to read— and a face pictured on 
page one drew his incredulous atten- 
tion. What he read, especially about 
tattooes, ejected him from the chair 
and sent him racing to the city 
morgue. He quickly identified the 
well-carved gentleman with the 
“Phila” on his arm as a distant rela- 
tive of his named Frank Hargrove. 

Violet Merryman read the same 
headlines with a mixture of satisfac- 
tion and mild concern. At least, the 
corpses could not talk. But she did 
not feel so comfortable over the news 
item that the witness to Bichi’s mur- 
der might have seen enough in the 
moonlight to cause serious trouble. 

But the news stories didn’t tell Vi- 
olet that Captain Garton had sent a 
hand-picked squad— Lieutenants Earl 
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A. Kelly and L. C. Haake and Ser- 
geants Brown and R. L. Beasley— to 
claw the city apart for the savage 
sex-trap slayers. 

Three days after discovery of 
Bichi’s mangled body Lieutenant 
Haake hit paydirt at a small cafe on 
the city’s outskirts. The proprietor 
remembered seeing a tattooed man, 
around twenty-five, in a sports shirt, 
in company with a couple of dames. 

“This guy talked like a soldier,” 
Speck Warwick said. “Heard him 
say something about a revolution. 
Spain, it was. Yes, Spain.” 

Five days later, two additions to 
the squad, Detectives Godgrey and 
Holland, concluded a discouraging 
tour with a visit to a cafe on West 
Broad Street. When the counterman, 
an old police acquaintance, served 
the coffee, he said, “You boys talked 
with Angie Wycliff?” 

“What about?” Godgrey said. 

“Angie lives in the next block. 
Something’s going on in one of the 
flats next to her house, she said. 
She’s scared.” 

“Of what?” Holland said. “If she’s 
scared, why doesn’t she call the po- 
lice?” 

“Too scared. It’s those pink slacks 
she read about in the paper.” 

The detectives rushed to find An- 
gie Wycliff and ask about the pink 
slacks. 

“Every morning,” she said, peep- 
ing mouse-like out the window as if 
expecting an enemy, “those pink 
slacks were hanging on a line out on 
the back porch.” She pointed to the 
upper flat next door. “For a whole 
month every morning. But last Sun- 
day morning, no slacks.” 

“What makes you think that was 
unusual?” Holland asked. 

“Because Sunday was the day af- 
ter they found that man Bichi mur- 
dered. Doesn’t that make sense?” 

The officers agreed it did. Angie 
warmed to the subject. She said three 
people lived in the apartment, since 
June— a man and two women. 

A search of the apartment showed 
evidence that a lot of laundering had 
been done and a hasty departure 
made. That was all. A police alert 
for the missing tenant and the two 
women was broadcast. Both Violet 
Merryman and Virginia Dooms were 
found to have lengthy prostitution 
records, locally and in other cities 
and states. 

As to the self-styled revolutionary 
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fighter, the police were at a loss un- 
til Captain Garton sent his men out 
to the air base. From Speck War- 
wick’s meager description of the 
wanted man, plus the mention of his 
bragging about his part with the Loy- 
alists, Captain Akerley was able to 
help finger the man. 

“By damn!” he exclaimed. “May- 
be we do have something! We’ve got 
an AWOL. A Private Farris. The 
boys tell me he once whipped up a 
snow job and somebody called him 
yellow. He stripped himself and dis- 
played many scars. Said he got them 
knife-fighting in the Spanish Revo- 
lution.” 

Private Harry Edward Farris was 
brought in. Confronted by the circle 
of grim-faced detectives, Farris final- 
ly shrugged and asked for a smoke. 
“What the hell,” he said. “No way 
I can get out of it. You’ve found me, 
so you know all about it, anyway. 
Here’s how it was.” 

Harry had fallen victim in another 
of Violet Merryman’s plots, but he 
did not realize this had happened to 
him. He was now confessing out of 
anger at Violet’s decision on that af- 
ternoon and evening when they had 
last been together in the apartment. 

“Harry, I hate like hell to do this, 
but we’ve all got to leave Richmond. 
I got a feeling the cops are closing 
in. You just as well get into your Air 
Force uniform and turn yourself in 
at the base. In a few hours they will 
have you a thousand miles from here. 
You will be lost in the shuffle.” 

The two women left the apartment 
an hour later. Halfway to Petersburg, 
Violet turned the car off the highway 
and into a woods road. “We’d better 
get out and do a little sleeping,” Vio- 
let said. “I don’t think it was smart 
telling Frank to go to the air base. 
The way he likes to brag, he’s bound 
to let something slip. That was a mis- 
take. We may be in for a long chase.” 

Violet waited until Virginia was 
sound asleep, then gentled the old 
car back to the highway. When Vir- 
ginia awakened, alone in the woods, 
she was frantic. She hitch-hiked to 
Raleigh and found Violet with ease, 
since both women had worked that 
town, together before. Violet was 
furious, explaining nothing. For two 
days they plied their trade, building 
up money. 

Restless, they went to Georgia. 
The car broke down and they sold it 
to a farmer for a few dollars and with 


no haggling, since Georgia required 
no registration of title. Then they 
turned north, to Columbia, South 
Carolina, near which Camp Jackson 
was located. “We can get rich off 
those soldiers,” Violet said. “We will 
set up shop at a motor court.” 

Violet had figured right on the 
economic calculation. They set up 
shop at a motor court whose owner 
obliged and took a cut from their 
profits. But Virginia kept remember- 
ing how Violet had left her alone in 
the woods north of Petersburg. She 
also remembered, too vividly, those 
twin murders. She knew Violet was 
capable of anything. 

Frightened, Virginia slipped away 
and returned to Richmond. The 
apartment rent had been paid for two 
months, but she did not know that 
the police, informed by Harry Far- 
ris, had the place under surveillance. 
To her, home proved a trap. 

Kelly and Brown now went south. 

When the Columbia vice squad 
raided her place Violet was totally 
unconcerned over the outcome. She 
had already sunk her claws into a 
young, thick-shouldered soldier from 
Camp Jackson. Besides his pay, he 
got money from home. He had fallen 
hard for her, and vowed to bail her 
out the minute she was booked. 

Less than an hour before the mes- 


senger was due with the release, De- 
tectives Kelly and Brown reached 
headquarters. The eighteen maids of 
pleasure were ushered into a big 
room. Violet Merryman, who had 
given her name as Jennie Morgan, 
stood out among them like a pearl 
among pebbles, tantalizingly beauti- 
ful. She glanced about the room, 
seeking her loyal paramour and the 
expected bail money. 

“Okay, Violet,” Kelly said. “It’s 
all over. Bail won’t help you.” 

Deliberating exactly one hour, a 
jury found Farris guilty of murder. 
Before sentence was carried out he 
had to await the trials of Violet Mer- 
ryman and Virginia Dooms, first in 
the city, then in Henrico County. 
Violet drew two sentences: thirty 
years and twenty-five years; Virgin- 
ia’s punishment was thirty years and 
twenty years, a little lighter since she 
had helped the officers. Officials con- 
tend that only natural death can 
parole this pair. 

It was different with Frank Farris. 
Settled in the State of Virginia’s grim 
electric chair, his philosophy deplet- 
ed, he muttered at the last m i nute: 
“I wish only that I had never met 
them.” 

The switch was closed. At eight- 
forty a.m., October 15, 1943, Frank 
Farris was pronounced dead. ■ 
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Today you have new hope for hair 
regrowth for it has been proved 
that, even though you are bald, the 
hair roots may still be alive to pro- 
duce new hairs. Thousands have 
accomplished this with the amazing 
Brandenfels System. See "before" 
and "after” pictures at left! Write 
now for full FREE information! 
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his time nursing the oil wells, but 
made an occasional trip home for 
weekends with his attractive wife and 
daughter in their swank east side 
mansion. 

For some reason never explained 
he began to suspect he wasn’t the 
only man who enjoyed the privileges 
of his wife’s bedroom. So at the end 
of one weekend visit, after the lovely 
woman had kissed him goodbye on 
the train for Texas, he waited a few 
moments, then slipped out of his 
Pullman and into the street, where 
he hailed a cab and directed the 
driver to move slowly back to park 
across the street from his home. 

He didn’t have to wait long. Lights 
went on in his wife’s bedroom. A man 
he could identify as a family friend 
entered the room, embraced his wife 
in impassioned Hollywood style. 

Moments later the enraged hus- 
band found him and, despite scream- 
ing entreaties of his wife, fired a vol- 
ley of shots up the stairway. The 
double-crossing Casanova crumpled 
into nothingness. 

Not so long ago, a tall, handsome 
New York nightclubber bludgeoned 
his pretty, young heiress wife to death 
in her bed in their east side home 
with two candlesticks. They were 
separated and she had just told him 
he never could visit their young 
daughter. The husband got thirty-six 
years. He almost got the chair when 
the jury debated whether in the pause 
between using one candlestick and 
the other he had time to ponder his 
intention to batter the woman to a 
pulp. 

Lifeless, limp bodies of murder 
victims, some lying in pools of blood, 
are not pretty to look at. One of the 
most horrible was that of Helen 
Moyer, dynamited by a rapist in 
1937. But cops, hardened with ex- 
perience, rarely suffer emotional re- 
actions. They’re not so much inter- 
ested in the corpse as they are in 
who made it a corpse. 

Accompanying this story are 


typical scenes which greet the eyes 
of homicide detectives when they ar- 
rive in response to emergency calls: 
the corpse but rarely the killer. Most 
killers, professional or amateur, flee 
from the scene of their fiendish handi- 
work in stark terror of being caught. 

Not so with the young man in 
Cincinnati who had just snuffed the 
life out of his sweetheart by strangling 
her. When cops and news photogs 
arrived he was calmly sitting on the 
davenport, impersonally staring at the 
body of his late love. He told the 
homicide boys he had to do it. She 
had come at him with a butcher knife 
with intent to kill. As proof he show- 
ed them seven stab wounds. Had she 
controlled her urge to kill, a terrible 
tragedy would have been averted. 

Even veteran cops are not immune 
to the destruction bug. Late last year 
in New York, Officer Anthony Dotti, 
on the force thirty-two years, strolled 
into a lower Sixth Avenue tavern, 
ordered a drink, then casually pulled 
out his service revolver. 

In less than a minute three people 
were dead— Anne Kenny, forty-six, a 
switchboard operator, Domenick 
Megan, forty-eight, ravioli delivery 
truck driver, and Dotti— who had 
turned the gun on himself. 

Very often homicide cops arrive at 
the scene of a murder and immediate- 
ly are puzzled at the killer’s motive. 
Such was the case on the second floor 
of a Jackson Heights building in 
Queens, Long Island. 

Shot dead were two women, Marie 
Gazzo, thirty-two, beauty parlor op- 
erator, and her friend Kathleen Egan, 
twenty-five. No witnesses. No gun. 
No immediate clues. Was one of them 
secret sweetheart to a jealous suitor? 
If so, the other could have been killed 
to get rid of a witness. No recent 
crime has been quite so mystifying 
or brutal as this double slaying. 

Murders and suicide often go hand 
in hand. Such was the case when 
Queens, Long Island, cops came 
upon the bodies of Ira Schwartz, 
twenty-two, with a .22 caliber rifle 
nearby, and Sandra Chick, eighteen. 
Evidence was certain that Schwartz 
killed his sweetie, then himself. Why? 
Nobody but Schwartz ever will know 
but perhaps Sandra, in that final mo- 
ment, had some inkling as to her 
beau’s ungallant deed. 

Everybody stands by and cheers 
when a daring storekeeper shoots 
down a robber. Not long ago a youth- 
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ful bandit made the mistake of com- 
manding the owner of a store in New 
York to reach for the ceiling. Near 
his cash register the merchant kept 
a pistol which he now grabbed with 
such lightning speed that the nervous 
youth didn’t see the move. A shot 
rang out. The young bandit fell dead 
on the floor, his violent way having 
forced a law-abiding businessman to 
kill. 

One top authority, after years of 
experience with all types of criminals, 
including thousands of amateurs, de- 
clares that if “fear of discovery” were 
removed from the minds of everyone, 
murder suddenly would assume 
wholesale proportions. 

A man or woman living in an aura 
of respectibility just can’t stand the 
shame of being caught in such base 
performance as murder. The very 
thought of the scandal jars him, but 
if he commits the deed, is caught and 
exposed to public scorn, he quickly 
resigns himself to just punishment. 

On Easter Monday in 1930 two 
prisoners at the Ohio penitentiary set 
fire to a cellblock then under repair. 
Smoke from this killed 322 prisoners 
within minutes in the worst prison 
tragedy of all time. Officials attempt- 
ed to solve the case by bringing in 
outside psychiatrists to interview the 
men individually. 

One especially fascinated them— 
Jimmy Stevens, a short, graying man 
in his forties with a sense of values 
that could never be altered, even by a 
tragedy which had claimed the lives 
of a dozen close friends. Jimmy, who 
had spent most of his life behind bars 
for assorted crimes such as armed 
robbery, thievery, highjacking boot- 
leg liquor trucks, and two murders, 
grinned under questioning and asked: 
“Did you ever think of killing any- 
body, say your worst enemy?” 

“Not lately,” the startled psychia- 
trist assured him. 

“Well, if you ever do, let me give 
you a tip. Don’t never murder any- 
body in a big city. Them homicide 
cops are too smart. Get the guy 
you’re going to bump off into some 
farm county. There it’ll be a cinch.” 

Despite 322 deaths close to him, 
Jimmy’s main concern was still how 
to get away with murder! 

But Jimmy’s outlook was some 
twenty enforced years behind the 
times. Anyone plagued with a secret 
urge to kill somebody should by all 
means read the homicide cops’ bible, 


“Modern Criminal Investigation” by 
Soderman and O’Connell. He soon 
will discover that odds against escap- 
ing detection are so overwhelming 
as to discourage even the most clever 
plotter, in city or in country. 

Family murders are considered by 
most authorities as the easiest to 
solve, and this is a happy condition 
since no one has any sympathy for 
the husband who extinguishes his 
wife in order that he can marry his 
sweetheart— or the wife who slow- 
poisons her husband so she can do 
likewise. Motive, easy to discern, 
usually traps them. 

A widely known case is that of 
Mrs. John Kaber, wife of a wealthy 
aging Cleveland printer, who decided 
she would be much happier in their 
suburban mansion if her husband 
weren’t around. She hired two pro- 
fessional killers for five hundred dol- 
lars who entered the house, found 
Kaber in bed, stabbed him seventeen 
times and made their exit unseen by 
anyone. No clues, no witnesses. Mrs. 
Kaber was happily enjoying herself 
at Cedar Point, a pleasure resort 
sixty-five miles west of Cleveland. 

The perfect crime! Or was it? 

A detective agency dug up a wom- 
an friend of Mrs. Kaber of more 
than average intelligence, confided 
their suspicions to her, explaining 
they could get no concrete evidence 
but felt positive the wife had master- 
minded the deed because she was the 
only one who had benefited. 


For two solid years Mrs. Kaber 
and her friend were constantly to- 
gether, enjoying cocktails, swapping 
confidences like friends do. Then one 
night, after a few innocent drinks, 
the friend whispered to Mrs. Kaber 
that life with her husband was un- 
bearable, that she was trying to plan 
some method of getting rid of him. 

Mrs. Kaber, with sudden inspira- 
tion, exclaimed, “I’ll help you. I 
know how, because I did it myself!” 

Case closed. Fashionable, hand- 
some Mrs. Kaber was sentenced to 
life in the Ohio Women’s Reforma- 
tory, where other inmates refused to 
speak to her. Finally, she wilted 
away to half her weight and died in 
mental torture. 

Veteran homicide cops have a val- 
uable tip which could very well save 
the lives of thousands of passion 
murder victims. When in an argu- 
ment with his sweetheart, a man 
shouldn’t raise his voice or lose con- 
trol of his temper, no matter how 
tempting. It only baits sweetie into 
doing the same thing in self-defense, 
followed by personal name-calling. 

Nothing enrages a man more than 
daggered personal insults from his 
sweetheart. In split seconds, without 
thinking, he might grab the nearest 
weapon— knife, ash tray or any heavy, 
deadly object. 

In a few more split seconds he is 
a killer. That is all the time it takes 
to be forever branded with the mark 
of Cain. ■ 
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Afflicted With Bladder Trouble, 
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs, 
Nervousness, Tiredness. 

If you have these troubles, particularly 
bladder trouble, then your condition may be 
traced to Glandular Inflammation ... a 
constitutional disease. Medicines that give 
temporary relief will not remove the cause 
of your trouble. Neglect of Glandular In- 
flammation often leads to premature old 
age and sometimes incurable malignancy. 

The past few years men from over 1,000 
communities have been successfully NON- 
SURGICALLY treated here at Excelsior 
Springs for Glandular Inflammation. They 
have found soothing relief and a new out- 
look in the future of life. 

The Excelsior Medical Clinic, an institu- 
tion devoted exclusively to the treatment of 
diseases peculiar to older men, has a NEW 
FREE BOOK that tells how Glandular In- 
flammation may be corrected by Proven 
NON-SURGICAL treatments. This FREE 
BOOK may prove of utmost importance in 
your life. Write today. EXCELSIOR MEDICAL 
CLINIC. Dept.U1040 . Excelsior Springs, Mo. 
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no jobs open, he looked for a way to earn a few dol- 
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and purposely kept jiggling her shoul- 
ders in feigned annoyance, making 
the task more difficult. The beer cus- 
tomers cheered Tex when he com- 
pleted the job. 

Last phase of the Striptease Lot- 
tery was the G-string. The middle- 
aged Frenchman who held the win- 
ning number for that event was sure 
and confident. Taking firm hold of 
the filmy black lace, he eased it off 
deftly and triumphantly held it aloft. 
The fully nude torso-swayer ducked 
swiftly under his arm and disappear- 
ed into her dressing room. Applause 
and whistles drowned out a jazzy 
rendition of “Come to Me, My 
Melancholy Baby.” 

This unique floorshow is a nightly 
feature on the Reeperbahn, Ham- 
burg’s main drag of neon-blazing 
pleasure palaces running some five 
hundred yards through the famous 
Sankt Pauli port district. The Reeper- 
bahn is Germany’s bad-girl block, 
where a no-holds-barred policy pro- 
duces the wildest sin street in the 
world. 

A visit to the Reeperbahn is one 
never forgotten— this reporter is still 
shocked by it. The bawdy block, 
which is a short five-minute trek 
from the Elbe River waterfront, has 
more flamboyant night life concen- 
trated along one strip than in the rest 
of Germany put together. 

One of the favorite hangouts is the 
Tabu, where sailors like to go to look 
in on the club’s famous “fashion 
show”— a dozen girls whose supple 
figures are a credit to the twelve na- 
tions they represent. The girls, who 
represent a kind of stripped-down 
United Nations, are the most naked 
ever displayed in public anywhere. 
The audience goes wholeheartedly 
for a gimmick of voting for each filly 
as she parades forth to represent her 
country, completely nude except for 
one garment, according to the elec- 
toral rules. 

Perhaps the most popular show on 
the Reeperbahn is the gimmick called 
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Damenringhampf in Schlamm, a 
wrestling match with a few earthy 
innovations. First of all, the two op- 
ponents are women who fight a 
twenty-minute bout naked to the 
waist. That in itself should raise eye- 
brows, but the whole match is staged 
in a small ring filled with a generous 
supply of rich, thick, gooey mud. 

In a matter of minutes this slop 
manages to plaster the fighting frau- 
leins from stem to stern. Hamburg 
is the only city in the world that 
boasts a spectacle of this kind. 

The owner of this unusual grunt- 
‘n’-groan emporium is a man who 
also owns seventeen other showplaces 
in the Sankt Pauli. Journalistic in- 
stinct said to look up Herr Willi Bar- 
tels, who proved most friendly and 
offered an interview later in the eve- 
ning. But in the meantime would the 
journalist care to gab some with one 
of his lady wrestlers after the first 
show? Why not?— so Herr Willi fixed 
up a free ringside seat and advised 
that one of the muscular mudslingers 
would come out later and we could 
chat over some mugs of beer, on the 
house, of course. 

The main event started when a 
referee came out and planted himself 
behind a shoulder-high plastic sheet. 
He blew a whistle and from behind 
the curtain emerged a towering straw- 
berry blonde who could have quali- 
fied as a sparring partner for King 
Kong. She wore a long robe during 
her introduction. Her opponent, also 
on the buxom side but somewhat 
shorter, stepped into the mud ring in 
a pure white cloak and bowed silent- 
ly at the announcement of her name. 

Immediately after they got their 
instructions from the ref, both Ama- 
zons peeled off their capes. They 
were in fighting uniforms: bathing 
cap and abbreviated tights. The au- 
dience gasped, then began clapping. 
Both girls were on the large side— but 
beautiful, if you like them king-size. 

At the whistle, the fight started. 
Within a matter of seconds both 
blonde, creamy pinups were gener- 
ously blackened with thick mud. 
From the spectators came cacklings, 
hoot-calls and encouraging words of 
advice or sarcasm. 

Both grapplers were business-like 
in the ring. They had a fairly good 
basic knowledge of the traditional 
holds which they put into mechanical 
use as they rolled, tumbled, squirmed 
and wallowed in the muck. After 
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awhile it was impossible to tell one 
from the other as they twisted arms, 
heads and torsos into all kinds of 
weird contortions. It was a rough 
battle. 

At the end of Round Three came 
the climax. Red pinned her rival flat. 
She brought down the house when 
she stuffed generous handfuls of mud 
into her opponent’s trunks, where- 
upon the referee stepped in and pro- 
claimed the strawberry blonde winner 
and new champion. 

There are eight girls who take turns 
wrestling each other. Every once in a 
while the management stages a free- 
for-all and all eight girls crowd into 
the ring at one time. Sometimes devil- 
may-care customers even get into the 
act, for which the management is al- 
ways apparently grateful. 

But the drinking gang has a good 
time no matter what happens. This 
was obvious while we waited for our 
interview to show up. The girl who 
came out half an hour later was “the 
new champion”— big Red herself. 
Dressed in a severe black suit with 
white lace collar, and no makeup, 
she seemed a wholesome kid, no 
more than twenty-two years old. She 
introduced herself as Nif, a name 
we had never heard before. We con- 
gratulated Nif on her victory, but 
she threw her coppery head back, 
laughed delightedly, and said it mat- 
tered very little. “Next time, is my 
turn to loose,” Nif added good- 
naturedly. “One time I win, next time 
other win. Nobody is paying atten- 
tion, nicht wahr?” 

“How did you learn to wrestle, 
Nif? Was that what you always 
wanted to do as a career?” 

At this point Herr Bartels rumbled 
over. Almost as if by reflex action, 
Nif sprouted up from her chair in a 
pseudo-military stance of attention. 

“I now go,” she said. “And I wish 
you gut luck. Auf Wiedersehen, mein 
Herr!” 

Bartels, with true German thor- 
oughness, provided escort to the Hip- 
podrome, a low-ceilinged basement 
affair done up garishly with a fake 
Moorish decor. Stale beer and as- 
sorted smells greeted the nostrils upon 
entering. 

In the center of the cellar ginmill 
was a circus ring some thirty feet 
across. A pert young thing in a cling- 
ing silk dress was galloping around 
on a white horse as a three-piece 
orchestra thumped out the strains of 


the “Blue Danube Waltz.” In the 
middle of the cinder-covered track 
were four other horses, a small don- 
key, and two camels. 

One bistro on the Reeperbahn 
that galls Willi Bartels with severe 
competition is Mehre’s, a joint sev- 
eral doors along the street. 

Mehre’s is a plushy club with nar- 
row mirrors and mahogany panels. 
The dance floor glows with red neon 
lights as an eight-piece ensemble 
juices up the German version of 
“Ciribiribin.” Every table is equipped 
with an electric numeral and a small 
white telephone. This reporter had 
hardly sat down when the phone be- 
gan to ring. We picked up the re- 
ceiver. 

“I’m lonely,” whispered a girl’s 
voice in English. “You look nice.” 

“Who are you?” 

“Turn around and look at Table 
Fourteen. If you buy me a drink, I’ll 
come over.” 

We looked around to Table Four- 
teen and gazed on an expensively 
dressed blonde who was really a 
knockout. She looked nineteen, at 
most twenty. 

“My name’s Renata ” she said 
in the phone, and smiled from across 
the room. “If you want, we can have 
nice fun together.” 

We jammed the receiver down and 
ran out of the place. 

Few of the frauleins who peddle 
sin along the Reeperbahn are pros 
like Renata. Nearly all of them are 


just Hamburg working girls— stenog- 
raphers, store clerks, teachers and 
housewives— who need the extra 
money to keep the wolf from the 
door. What has brought on this abun- 
dance of unattached girls is the fact 
that Hamburg became the movie 
capital of Germany after the war’s 
end. Pretty, but jobless, the girls be- 
gan to walk the streets. 

Of course the Reeperbahn has its 
hardened pros, too. Most of them 
work at the end of the Reeperbahn 
where there’s a slight turn that feeds 
into a sort of alley. Known as Her- 
bertstrasse, it is separated from the 
rest of the Reeperbahn by walls at 
both ends so that only pedestrians 
can get through. On both sides of this 
strip every groundfloor window is 
ablaze with light. The prostitutes ne- 
gotiate their trade with the customers 
as the men walk along the gutter. 
Every house on that cobble-lined 
block is a bordello and displays the 
sign: “Zimmer Frei!”— Room Vacant! 
The Schneppen, or prostitutes, in 
their various stages of undress, serve 
as their own barkers, pitching all 
kinds of come-on sales talks at 
clients. 

“My name is Irmgard. I will be 
your Kamerad for tonight.” 

“Many sweet hours, mein Herr, 
for so little. If I do not interest you, 
I have friends inside.” 

And so on, until the other end of 
the alley. Most Hamburg males never 
get that far, and few want to. ■ 


DECEMBER, 1960 


79 



LIFE INSURANCE FOR 
FOLKS 50 TO 75 YEARS 

Are you between the age of 50 to 75? 
If so, then you may still get $500.00 
LIFE INSURANCE which will help 
relieve the money strain on your 
loved ones in paying final burial and 
other expenses. You need this insur- 
ance NOW! No obligation. No agent 
will call on you. You can handle this 
matter entirely by mail. Just print 
your name clearly on a piece of paper, 
giving address and your age and mail 
today. Complete information will be 
sent to you without obligation; you 
make up your own mind. 


Insurance for Younger Folks, too 

ZION BURIAL INSURANCE SOCIETY 

Dept. 16N, Rockford, 111. 


I How to Make Money with 
L, ^ Simple Cartoons'' 


A book everyone who likes to draw 
should have. It is free; no I free 
obligation. Simply address | book 



W I 


ARTOONISTS* EXCHANGE 

Dept. 9812 Pleosont Hill/ Ohio 


HYDRAULIC JACK REPAIRS 


Earn While You Learn at Home . 
Millions of jacks in gas it auto-service stations, 
truckers, body-shops, riggers, factories, farms 
need servicing. We show you HOW — easy step 
by step directions— what tools to use. EARN UP 
TO SS an hour, in spare time. In your own base- 
ment or garage. Start your own business NOW. 
Write for folder No. AM- 1 1 & free bonus offer 


Institute of Hydraulic Jack Repair 
P.O. Bo* 50. Bloomfield. N. J. 


IMPORTED TRANSISTORS 



I960 radio model as small as a deck of 
cards. This tiny radio comes complete with 
ear piece, handsome antenna, finger tip tun- 
ing dian and plastic case .This fine radio 
for only $4.25. Send cash or money order 
to your distributor, 

DONALD J. DUNPHY 


BOX 1333 JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA 


RUPTURED 


BE FREE FROM TRUSS SLAVERY 


Surely you want to THROW AWAY 
TRUSSES FOREVER, be rid of Rupture Wor- 
ries. Then Why put up with wearing a griping, 
chafing and unsanitary truss. For there is now a 
new modern Non-Surgical treatment that is de- 
signed to permanently correct rupture. These 
Non-Surgical treatments are so certain, that a 
Lifetime Certificate of Assurance is given. 

Write today for our New FREE Book that 
gives facts that may save you painful, expensive 
surgery. Tells how non-surgically you may again 
work, live, play, love and enjoy life in the man- 
ner you desire. Write today — Dept. H1005 
Exc.Ulor Medical Clinic, Excelsior Spring., Mo. 


POEMS 


WANTED for Musical 
Setting & Recording by 
AMERICA’S LARGEST 
SONG STUDIO. Send 
poems. Free examination. 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 620 Beacon, Boston, Mass. 


iiiiinniiiiM 

ANIMALS, FISH, PETS 

Be a Taxidermist. Save your hunt- 
_ ing TROPHIES. Have a fine home- 

. "museum. Hunters, save and MOUNT your beautiful 
DUCKS. QUAIL. DEER. TAN skins and FURS. 
Great Fun. Spare-time PROFITS. 

BTDFIT RAAg Tells ALL about it. 100 fine 
■ ® w wem wild-frame pictures. 48 pages. 

Send TODAY, don’t delay. Get this WONDERFUL FREE 
BOOK, MEN AND BOYS. Learn Taxidermy. Douhle your 
hunting pleasure. Rush letter or POSTAL today. STATE AGE. 
N. w. SCHOOL OFTAXIDERMY, Dept. 4212 Omaha. Neb. 



MURDER CASTLE 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 45 


and the gold teeth of his victims. 

The architect of this bizarre edifice, 
and the master-of-ceremonies of its 
horrendous goings-on, was one Dr. 
H. H. Holmes. In May, 1896, less 
than a year after the Chicago police 
uncovered the evidence of his deviltry 
there, Holmes saw the bottom drop 
from under his devious schemes— and 
from under himself— when he took a 
fall through a hangman’s trap. But 
oddly enough, his swift journey into 
space was not because of any of his 
Chicago misdeeds, but because of an 
unbrotherly caper he had committed 
in Philadelphia. A handsome, well- 
spoken, carefully groomed murderer 
of only thirty-six, his execution came 
years too late, in the opinion of those 
best able to speak of his fabulous 
career. 

Still, Holmes was convicted of just 
one murder: that of Ben Pitezel. 

The best that can be said for 
Pitezel is that he was so addicted to 
alcohol that his awareness to all else 
was blissfully dulled. Dangle a bottle 
of the hard stuff in front of this chap, 
and he would follow like a cat after 
a fish-monger’s cart. During the sum- 
mer of 1894, Pitezel’s dedicated pur- 
suit led him from St. Louis, where he 
had his wife and five children tem- 
porarily lodged, to Philadelphia, 
where he went alone and rented a 
store on Callowhill Street. 

So far as is known, Pitezel’s “pat- 
ent” business attracted but a single 
customer, a mechanic named Eugene 
Smith who had invented a device of 
dubious efficacy for sharpening saws. 

“Come in a few days from now,” 
said Pitezel. “Perhaps I’ll have good 
news for you.” 

On the afternoon of that day the 
mechanic returned. He found the 
door of the store closed, but un- 
locked, and he went in. Pitezel lay 
on the floor and it was apparent that 
he was dead. 

Smith ran from the store and noti- 
fied the police, who, in turn, notified 
the coroner. What investigations this 
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latter official made were, to say the 
least, superficial, for without bother- 
ing to perform an autopsy he came 
to the same conclusion Smith had: 
death by accident. But in his report 
he did incorporate one truth: when 
examined, the body of the dead man 
was in a state of rigor mortis, and 
that meant death had taken place 
only a few hours previously. 

Since the neighborhood was a 
tough one and since Ben Pitezel was 
a nobody to Philadelphia editors, the 
local papers gave the story little play. 
For some while, in what was to be- 
come a remarkable march of events, 
there was no sequel— not until Sep- 
tember 15. On that day, the Fidelity 
Mutual Life Insurance Company, at 
its home office in Philadelphia, re- 
ceived a letter from Jeptha Howe, a 
St. Louis lawyer, who declared that 
he was the representative of Mrs. 
Pitezel, widow of Ben and beneficiary 
under a $10,000 Fidelity policy. Pay 
up, Howe told the insurance com- 
pany, for Ben was dead. Mrs. Pitezel 
had seen a wire-service notice of his 
death in a St. Louis paper. 

O. L. Perry, the company’s claim 
manager, checked his files and found 
Benjamin F. Pitezel, age 41, was a 
Fidelity assured. The policy, issued 
not long before, had been written in 
Chicago, not in St. Louis. In replying 
to Attorney Howe, Perry demanded 
proof that the man killed on Callow- 
hill Street, Philadelphia, was actually 
Pitezel. 

Howe answered back by telegram. 
The Pitezels had formerly lived in 
Chicago, he explained, but St. Louis 
was at present their home. Then he 
added that he and Pitezel’s fourteen- 
year-old daughter were coming to 
Philadelphia, and that he was sum- 
moning there another unimpeachable 
witness to the identity of the dead 
man— Dr. H. H. Holmes, a Chicago 
physician who had known Pitezel for 
many years. 

The body was laid out in a shed 
adjoining the potter’s field. On the 
way to view it, Holmes told Claim 
Manager Perry that he remembered 
Pitezel as having a wart on the right 
side of his neck. Such a wart was 
found on the corpse. Holmes identi- 
fied the body positively, and when it 
came to the daughter’s turn to view 
the corpse, she emerged from the 
shed weeping bitterly and crying: 
“It’s my father— my poor father!” 

The body was buried again, now 
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in a regular Philadelphia cemetery 
through the efforts of Dr. Holmes. 
Then Holmes, the daughter and 
Howe left Perry, and the claim man- 
ager figured he would never hear of 
them again. But he was wrong, very 
wrong. Soon, circumstances would so 
conspire that the names of the three— 
and especially the name of Holmes— 
would be before him for many, many 
months to come. 

These circumstances were touched 
off by a letter from Marion Hedge- 
path, a famous train robber of the 
day presently languishing in a St. 
Louis jail. In early October, Hedge- 
path wrote the Fidelity Mutual to 
“expose a fraud,” and at the same 
time, he admitted, to satisfy his 
“vengeful spirit.” Until late July, said 
Hedgepath, he had as fellow inmates 
in his jail both Ben Pitezel and Dr. 
Holmes. The two were charged with 
a mortgage swindle— borrowing on a 
St. Louis building they did not own— 
but had been released on bail through 
the efforts of Attorney Howe and 
with money provided by a woman 
called Georgie Anna, Holmes’s wife. 

Before leaving the St. Louis jail, 
Hedgepath went on, Holmes and 
Pitezel had concocted plans for a life 
insurance swindle. Pitezel was to play 
the role of the man who would “die,” 
since he had already secured a $10,- 
000 policy, and Holmes the role of 
the physician ready to identify him. 
No one would die. A corpse from a 
medical school would be used. 

On reading the shocking missive, 
Claim Manager Perry performed a 
couple of quick checks. He discover- 
ed no wire service had carried the 
news of the Callowhill Street explo- 
sion. Mrs. Pitezel could not have 
read a story of her husband’s death in 
a St. Louis paper, as Attorney Howe 
had claimed. 

Perry rushed to St. Louis and con- 
firmed other of the details in Hedge- 
path’s letter: Holmes and Pitezel had 
been inmates of the St. Louis jail, 
and Mrs. Pitezel, shortly after the 
$10,000 insurance company pay- 
ment, had disappeared from the city 
with four of her five children. 

Dozens of Pinkerton operatives 
worked on the case for upward of 
six weeks. They did a superior job, 
especially in the dossier they com- 
piled on Dr. H. H. Holmes. The man 
was actually a physician, they dis- 
covered, but his true name was not 
Holmes; this was only one of his 


several aliases. He had been born 
Herman Mudgett, on May 16, 1860, 
in Gilmanton, New Hampshire, the 
son of the village postmaster. 

Mudgett married at eighteen. His 
bride, Clara Lovering, was a pretty, 
unsophisticated Gilmanton girl who 
had more than just looks to recom- 
mend her; she had been left a little 
money. Clara’s inheritance put her 
husband through the University of 
Vermont, where he took an academic 
degree, then through the University 
of Michigan, where he was gradu- 
ated in medicine. After that— and 
after he had had a child by her-he 
deserted Clara and vanished. 

If Holmes played footloose with 
Clara, she was by no means his only 
victim. In 1885, in Wilmette, Illinois, 
Myrta Belknap, the handsome daugh- 
ter of a well-to-do merchant, fell for 
him and he married her bigamously. 

Again Holmes took it on the lam. 
In 1889 he cut back to Illinois— to 
Chicago— where he on'ce more landed 
on his feet, now as business manager 
for a Mrs. Holden, whose husband, 
a pharmacist, had recently died and 
left her a drug store. Holmes ran the 
store with marked success. In a mat- 
ter of months it became the most 
popular in the neighborhood. 

Curiously, however, it yielded Mrs. 
Holden but little profit. When she 
began to complain, Holmes an- 
nounced he would buy her out. Then 
Mrs. Holden suddenly vanished. 

In a like manner, the subsequent 
disappearance of Frank Conner, a 
clerk in the store, failed to raise any 
eyebrows— in spite of the fact that 
Conner’s wife, Julia, a young and 
luscious brunette, immediately start- 
ed living with Holmes on the quiet. 

Not long after he had got control 
of the store, Holmes sold it, and 
with a part of the take bought a large 
lot a few blocks away, at the corner 
of Sixty-third and Wallace Streets. 

With the beautiful Julia acting as 
a shill to help him with the financ- 
ing, Holmes excavated and then be- 
gan building on his lot a structure the 
like of which Chicago had never 
seen. It was of wood, fifty feet by 
one-hundred and fifty, two stories 
below ground and four above. Con- 
ventional shops occupied much of the 
street floor, but above and beneath 
these a maze of rooms, winding 
stairs, and twisting passageways de- 
fied definition. 

As the weird building grew, mock 
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battlements sprouted on the outer 
walls and decorative turrets on the 
roof. Neighbors called it, understand- 
ably, “Holmes’s Castle,” and when 
they asked Dr. Holmes what he 
planned to do with it he informed 
them it would be a hotel. “For young 
ladies,” he added. “From all over 
the country, there’ll be a lot of un- 
chaperoned girls coming to the Expo- 
sition and they’ll need a proper place 
to stay, in a good, moral environ- 
ment.” 

Beginning early in 1893, a suc- 
cession of young women entered the 
Castle, never to leave. Some had 
come to Chicago to get jobs at the 
Exposition, others merely to take in 
the sights, and all wanted a place to 
stay. But before admitting them to 
his exclusive “hotel,” Holmes care- 
fully screened them. Did they have 
any jewelry, and savings? If they 
failed to write home regularly, what 
would be likely to happen? Holmes 
chose his “guests” on the basis of 
gullibility, financial worth, and one 
further factor: he made certain they 
had no sweetheart or male relative 
who watched over them too care- 
fully. 

Some of the Castle’s street-floor 
shops Holmes rented out; the re- 
mainder he used for his own pur- 
poses. In one he sold human hair 
and skeletons; in another, second- 
hand gems and watches. Along with 
her other capacities, Julia Conner 
served Holmes as a clerk, and while 
there is no reason to conclude she 
knew he was a murderer, Julia must 
have realized that his intentions to- 
ward the girls who roomed at the 
Castle were at least larcenous. 

While Julia could control her re- 
pugnance to larceny, she could not 
control her jealousy. If a girl picked 
by Holmes happened to be pretty, 
Julia stormily insisted he get rid of 
her immediately. But this was not 
Holmes’s way. The prettier the girl, 
the longer he kept her around, es- 
pecially if his hypnotic eye caused the 
lass to cozy up to him. 

And so it was with Minnie Wil- 
liams, a fetching, 19-year-old blonde 
from Texas. Minnie fell for Holmes, 
thus earning Julians anger, and since 
Holmes took longer than usual to 
tire of Minnie, the situation had only 
one resolution: it was Julia’s turn to 
go- 

Holmes despatched Julia without 
a qualm. The fact that for a couple 
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of years she had been his devoted 
mistress and his loyal accomplice 
meant nothing. He gave her the 
usual forever-silencing treatment. 
Then he resumed his attentions to 
Minnie, who was an orphan and 
along with her sister, Nannie, had 
inherited a piece of Fort Worth real 
estate valued at more than $20,000. 

Then Holmes gave Nannie the 
customary death treatment and start- 
ed off for Texas with Minnie and 
Pitezel in tow. In Denver, however, 
their trip was seriously interrupted 
when Holmes, in a hotel lobby, met 
a girl who charmed him as much as 
he did her— a flaxen-haired beauty 
named Georgie Anna Yoke, from 
Franklin, Indiana. Georgie Anna had 
money, but even if she hadn’t Holmes 
would have been captivated; she was 
the only woman he ever encountered 
for whom he had any feelings even 
approaching tenderness. 

Georgie Anna and Holmes were 
married in Denver on January 17, 
1894. The extent to which Minnie 
Williams remained duped is evident 
in the fact that she appeared as a 
witness at the wedding. It was one of 
her last appearances. Holmes rushed 
back to Chicago with Minnie, and 
when she accompanied him to his 
Castle she never emerged. 

The attempt of Holmes and Pitezel 
to realize on the Fort Worth property 
belonging to the late Minnie and 
Nannie Williams might have suc- 
ceeded but for Pitezel’s alcoholism. 
Through their feloniously acquired 
deed, they had the property sold and 
the proceeds of the sale almost with- 
in their grasp, when Pitezel got dead 
drunk and committed the worst of all 
crimes in Texas: he stole a horse. 
With a howling posse after them, the 
unholy pair had to gallop for it, and 
they barely succeeded in escaping 
with their lives. 

Later, in St. Louis, it was Holmes 
who fumbled the ball. Desperate for 
money, he tried to mortgage a local 
drug store and took Pitezel along to 
swear that he was the druggist. Their 
choice of mortgage brokers was un- 
lucky. The one they approached hap- 
pened to know the druggist. Both 
culprits landed in jail. 

There they met Marion Hedge- 
path, the train robber, and later At- 
torney Howe. There they plotted the 
fraud against the Fidelity Mutual, 
and there, too, Georgie Anna found 
them. 
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At the time of the potter’s field in- 
cident, Georgie Anna, not knowing 
anything about the insurance claim, 
was in an Indianapolis hotel. Holmes 
parted with Attorney Howe in Phila- 
delphia and took Pitezel’s daughter, 
Alice, to Indianapolis, where he in- 
stalled her in a different hotel. Then 
he visited St. Louis, got Mrs. Pitezel’s 
endorsement on the $10,000 check, 
cashed it, pocketed the money, and 
escorted the woman and her four re- 
maining children to Indianapolis. 

On or about October 10, on a side 
trip out of Indianapolis, Holmes was 
accompanied by Howard Pitezel, and 
the eight-year-old boy was never 
seen again. 

A few days later, Holmes moved 
all of his remaining charges to De- 
troit, where he again employed the 
multi-hotel dodge. The three parties 
traveled at night on the same train, 
yet Holmes managed the situation 
with such dexterity that one party 
never learned of the other two. 

On October 18, on a side trip out 
of Detroit, Holmes was accompanied 
by Alice Pitezel and Nellie Pitezel, 
twelve. Neither of the girls was seen 
again. 

Holmes had begun his flight with 
seven in his flock; now he had re- 
duced it to four. With these four— 
Mrs. Pitezel, Dessie and Wharton 
traveling in one unit, and Georgie 
Anna and himself in another— he 
proceeded to Burlington, Vermont, 
where long ago he had taken an aca- 
demic degree at the State University. 

On the afternoon of November 17, 
he stopped by a newsstand in the 
lobby of the hotel to buy a Phila- 
delphia paper. It was then that the 
Pinkertons, in the person of an oper- 
ative named Hanscom, nabbed him. 

Charged only with fraud, Holmes 
waived extradition and was returned 
to Philadelphia. 

Claim Manager Perry reviewed the 
file on the case and came across a 
startling discrepancy. According to 
the coroner, the body in the patent 
shop had been in a state of rigor 
mortis consistent with death having 
taken place a few hours before its 
discovery, yet Holmes now charac- 
terized it as a medical school corpse, 
in which event it would have been 
that of a man dead for a good many 
days. In a tense interview with 
Holmes, Perry charged him: “You’re 
a physician and know about such 
matters. You know a body stiffens 


soon after life has left it, but that 
the stiffness remains for only a short 
time. Tell me this: after rigor mortis 
had disappeared from the body you 
claimed you used, how did you make 
it return?” 

Without apology, Holmes changed 
his story. Now he declared there had 
been no substitute corpse. The body 
was really that of Ben Pitezel, who 
had drunk himself to death. 

By now the case was no longer in 
the hands of the Fidelity Mutual, but 
in the more authoritative grip of the 
Philadelphia police. Detective Frank- 
lin Geyer began back-tracking along 
the itinerary Holmes had taken fol- 
lowing Pitezel’s death. Although the 
investigation occupied him for sever- 
al months, it eventually proved what 
had happened to the children. They 
had met the same fate as their father. 
Detective Geyer found the dissected 
and burned body of little Howard 
Pitezel in the cookstove of an aban- 
doned house in Irvington, Indiana, 
and the bodies of Alice and Nellie 
Pitezel buried in the cellar of a house 
on Vincent Street, Toronto. This ex- 
plained the side trip Holmes made 
from Indianapolis and his side trip 
from Detroit. , 

The news of these shocking dis- 
coveries gave the Chicago police the 
needed impetus to inspect Holmes’s 
Castle. For days on end, what they 
found occupied column after column 
on the front pages of newspapers 
throughout the United States. 
Through Holmes’s diary and the un- 
mailed letters of many of his victims, 
the detectives pieced together what 
happened to Julia Conner, Minnie 
and Nannie Williams, and a horde of 
others. 

By the end of the summer of 1895, 
Holmes found himself under indict- 
ment for murder not only in Penn- 
sylvania, but in Illinois, Indiana, and 
Canada. 

When all the evidence was in, the 
jury reached its verdict, found 
Holmes guilty of having killed with 
malice aforethought his weak-willed 
co-conspirator, Ben Pitezel. He was 
sentenced to hang. 

Before going to the gallows, 
Holmes dressed himself fastidiously, 
in patent leather shoes, spats, striped 
trousers, and a morning coat. One 
newspaper, in reporting his apparel, 
remarked: “In view of the nature of 
the proceedings, no necktie was con- 
sidered necessary.” ■ 


Learn PACKAGING! 

make to 2500% PROFITS at home 
you package WE DO YOUR SELLING! 
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Package products at home for nation- 
. wide sales force. You package bulk 
I items in your own home. We do your 
selling coast-to-coast. FREE 'No Selling 
Plan' reveals thousands full, spare time 
big profit opportunities for beginners 
in self-service packag- 
ing, contract packag- 
ing, gift wrapping. We 
guide you step by step. 

Everything furnished. 

Writ* today tor FUSE "10- 
STEP PACKAGING PROFIT 
PLAN", and full details. 


No soles 


will call. 



OME PACKAGING CO., Dept. CII2C 
2212 E. Jesse St., Los Angeles 23, Calif. 


GOVERNMENT OIL LEASES 
LOW AS $1 PER ACRE 

You do no drilling, pay no taxes, may realize a 
king-size profit without even leaving home. Write 
for free map and literature. 

American Oil Scouts, Dept. AM, 

8350 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles 46, Calif. 
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BIG MONEY « 

| Home Appliance Repair 


Wide-open field for men of all ages. Millions of 
Home Appliances need fixing ... Every home is your 
market for Full-Time Career or Spare-Time "Second 
Income" opportunities. Save on your own repairs. 
N.T.S. Shop-Tested HOME TRAINING is streamlined, 
modern, low-cost, practical. Qualifies you fully and 
you start earning early in your course. Includes Tools 
and Appliance Tester. Send for FREE 
Opportunity Book and actual lesson. 

No Obligation. No Salesman Will Call! 

NATIONAL TECHNICAL SCHOOLS 
Los Angeles 37, California H6F-II0 
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Age 









FOREIG 
EMPLOYMENT 

Men-Women, fascinating jobs all over the 
world. South America, Hawaii, Australia, 
Alaska, Europe, Far East, Africa. Experience 
not required. All ages. Free Information. 

Davenport Foreign Service, Dept. AA-37 
G.P.O. 1354, New York 1, N. Y. 


GIVE BLOOD 

CALL YOUR RED CROSS CHAPTER TODAY 




Professional Wallet Badges 

A FLASH OF ONE OF THESE PROFESSIONAL BADGES 
INSTANTLY SHOWS THAT YOU'RE THE MAN HI CHARGE. 

International Police Equipment Wallet Badges are not to be 
confused with cheap toys or imitations. Our badges are made 
of heavy gauge, solid bronze— with deeply embossed high tem- 
perature enamel lettering, and highly polished to a beautiful 
jewelry finish. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 


PRIVATE INTERNATIONAL 

INVESTIGATOR 

Model #203 . . . $3.98 

OFFICIAL 
PRESS PHOTOGRAPHER 
Model #400 . . . $3.98 


Free I.D. Card supplied 
with each wallet badge purchased. 


BADGE CASE Made of genuine leather, tailored to fit your badge 
and I.D. card. A professional badge case that will allow you to quickly 
show your credentials in an official manner. Model #102 . . . $2.50 
Send cash, check or money order and save postage and C.O.D. 
charges. A 25% deposit is required with all C.O.D. orders. 


INTERNATIONAL POLICE EQUIPMENT CO. Dept. 398 
5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, California 
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Men’s Mart 



DREAMING of a place “away from it all?” Well, 
sir, dreams do come true. Hunting and fishing 
camps, sites, farm acreage, etc., in the cehtral areas 
of lower Canada, are now offered at an average 
price of $5 an acre. Get a listing of various proper- 
ties available. Write for free booklet to Tax Sale 
Service, Room 111, 1173 Bay St., Toronto 5, Can. 



“SCRATCH BY NUMBER” SHIRT solves that age- 
old problem! Just say, “Scratch me in number 6"— 
or whichever numbered area needs scratching. A 
wonderful conversation piece for male or female. 
Shirt is washable, with colored numbers front and 
back. Specify S, M, L, or XL. Each, $1.98 ppd. From 
Scratch by Number, Box 90, Dept. A-8, Newark, N. J. 



JUI JITSU COMPLETE, by Kiyose Nakae, covers 
every hold, throw, breaking trick, foot-and-hand 
techniques, etc. Thorough, practical and complete, 
the book carries step-by-step illustrations. Contains 
hundreds of clear-cut drawings. Tells how to ward 
off attack from any angle or position. S5 ppd. 
Modern Books, Dept. R-A, Greens Farms, Conn. 



HOME FIRE ALARM is completely automatic. 
No electrical wiring. Simply hang it up— in case of 
fire, a shrill alarm is set off. Can be reused. Comes 
with screws for mounting and instructions. Uses 
standard size battery. It’s a good idea to keep near 
possible fire hazard. $2.98 ppd. Standard Ameri- 
can, Fire Dept. AR-7, One Park Ave., N. Y. 16. 



TAMPER with this phony combination lock and 
friends will be caught— having fun, that is. You’ll 
drive ’em crazy trying to figure out the combo for 
car trunk, etc. It’s a dead ringer for real thing with 
white figures and calibrations on bright cast alumi- 
num with spinning dial. Self adhering. $1 ppd. 
Joseph Blake, Dept. AR-56, Blake Bldg., Gilroy, Calif. 



BAR BOY, freshly styled in gleaming aluminum, 
is an all-in-one combination jigger, ice cracker, 
corkscrew, cap remover and bottle-seal cutter. Ultra 
lightweight, yet it’s completely durable and tough. 
Delightfully easy to handle. Comes attractively 
packaged for gift use. Terrific. $1.98 ppd. Taplin 
Mfg. Company, Dept. AR, New Britain, Conn. 



HIDE-A-KEY is an absolute must for every car 
owner. The worry of losing a key or leaving it in 
locked car is over— you have an extra one tucked 
safely away in Hide-A-Key. Powerful magnet at- 
taches behind bumper, fender or any secret place on 
car. Never jars loose. Great. $1 ppd. Florida Im- 
ports, Dept. HK, Buckman Bldg., Jacksonville, Fla. 



LIGHTWEIGHT SHOULDER BRACE gives com- 
fortable, correct support. Made of strong batiste 
cotton, it has adjustable lace back for individual fit. 
Available in chest measurements 28 through 45— 
so be sure to specify. Good idea to have one for 
each member of family. $3.49 ppd. Magic Mold, 
Inc., 1270 Broadway, Dept. A-8, New York, N. Y. 



HEAVY EQUIPMENT INDUSTRY offers good 
opportunity for men 17 to 45. Huge population 
growth forces vast increase in construction. Train 
for operation, care, maintenance of all types heavy 
equipment. No obligation. Simply write, stating age 
for free information. Universal Schools, Heavy 
Equipment Training, Dept. U-6, 11 E.47th, N.Y. 17. 



YOUR NAME printed on this poster proves the 
“fastest guns” are not all on television. Friends 
get a bang out of this giant 12" x 18" laugh-getter, 
and with a little luck, the small fry may once again 
turn their devotion from TV heroes to the old man. 
Clearly print name desired. $2.98 ppd. J. D. Clin- 
ton, 35-A North B’way, Mount Clemens, Mich. 



“WONDER LOT” includes 2,150 different stamps 
—a combination of quantity, quality and value. 
Beautiful pictorials, sets, commemoratives, etc. 
Truly wonderful idea for starting the youngsters on 
their philatelical way, too. In addition, you also re- 
ceive an attractive free gift. For $5.45 ppd. Order 
from Frasek Co., Dept. AR, White Plains, N. Y. 



DINSMORE MARINE COMPASS is actually three 
instruments in one— compass, pelorus and course 
director. Non-liquid, it’s stable and easy to use. 
Has 3" dial. May be removed, for taking bearings, 
or for storage. May be flush mounted. Accurate. 
Easy reading.' Complete for $15 ppd. Dinsmore 
Instrument Co., Box 773, Dept. A, Flint 1, Mich. 



All products shown here may he obtained directly from indicated sources. Send check or 
money order with your order. Manufacturer will refund full purchase price on prompt return 
of unused, non-personalized items. This department is not composed of paid advertising. 



SMARTLY STYLED men’s and ladies’ rings come 
in all carat sizes. Beautifully made by man, you 
can obtain a full 1-carat Kenya gem for only $49. 
Looks like a fine, white diamond. Write for free 
illustrated booklet about these sparkling, brilliant 
beauties. Easy payment terms. Write to Kenya 
Corporation, Dept. AM, Philadelphia 44, Pa. 



NOVETTI FRYING PAN, with its silicone lining to 
prevent sticking, lets all you gourmets go to town! 
Wipes clean after cooking. With heat-proof handle, 
7 W in diameter is $5; 9y 2 ", $7.50; 11", $9.50; all 
3 sizes for $20. Ppd. Free spatula with order. Ter- 
rific! You need almost no oil or fat. From Pampered 
Kitchens, Inc., 507 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 



JUST like the adult set, your tricycle and bicycle 
set can now have their own license plates! They 
are personalized with name or nickname (up to 8 
letters) and embossed on steel tag in baked enamel 
colors. A sure hit with the gang and insures against 
loss of bikes, etc. Plate is $1 ppd. From Best 
Values, Dept. A, 403 Market St., Newark, N. J. 



FIREPLACE SET, with gleaming, brass finish, in- 
cludes strong, bristled brush, poker, shovel and 
easy-to-fold-away stand. Sturdy, it has handsome 
black, solid wood handles. Measures almost 30" 
long for safe, easy reach. Uniquely styled, makes a 
wonderful gift. Set, $7.98 ppd. From Spencer 
Gifts, Spencer Bldg., Dept. A, Atlantic City, N. J. 


“FRANKLY FRENCH" is delicately and delight- 
fully frosted with lace and enticingly belted at the 
waist for the epitome of femininity. Because it’s 
a copy of import original, this filmy, sheer, black 
shorty is enhanced by terrific styling. It comes 
in small, medium and large sizes. $8.98 ppd. Arti- 
facts, Inc., G.P.O. 1415, Dept. A, New York 1. 



PROTECT YOURSELF with this fountain pen- 
type pocket tear gas device. Causes no perma- 
nent injury. Comes with 1 shell. Extra shells 
are 50c each. This is not intended for sale in 
state or localities which have laws forbidding 
their sale. $5.95 Exp. Col. Public Sports Shops, 
Dept. AD, 11 S. 16th Street, Philadelphia 2, Pa. 



YOU don’t have to have talent to draw! Yessir, sim- 
ply focus Magic Art Rreproducer on any subject and 
follow the lines of the “picture image" reflected 
on paper. Then draw to your heart’s content. Re- 
duces and enlarges. Easy to follow for reproducing 
actual colors. Fun and entertaining. $1.98 ppd. 
Norton Prod., Dept. AR-30, 296 Broadway, N. Y. 



TOMBSTONE PAPERWEIGHT is not only clev- 
er but a not-so-subtle reminder to slow down and 
live. Ideal gift to the worrier and over zealous 
beings. With polished granite appearance, its 
message is guaranteed to give a lift and a laugh. 
Measures 5" high. $1 ppd. Western World Products, 
Dept. AD, 26 J1 Tilden Ave., Los Angeles 64, Calif. 
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Big Valuable collection of genuine postage stamps 
from more than 30 different countries in exciting 
far-off AFRICA! Weird spectacular stamps from the 
terror-ridden jungles of Djibouti, Congo Canni- 


Issues, Ancient 19th Century . . . fabulous vari- 
eties picturing savages, native warriors, ferocious 
jungle beasts, man-eating reptifes. EXTRA! Big Bar- 
gain Catalog; Collector’s Guide; other stamp offers 
for free consideration. Send 10< for mailing. 

ACT NOW! SUPPLIES LIMITED! 

H.E. HARRIS & CO., Dept. K-1 02, Boston 1 7, Mass. 


MAGIC IS FUN! MAKE MAGIC YOUR HOBBY! 


Place MAGIC CAP over 4 nickels. Lift Cap 
— Presto! Nickels vanish and 4 dimes ap- 
pear! Cap may be examined. No skill re- 
quired! Preeision-made device. ONLY $1.00 
POSTPAID. Please remit with order. Satis- 
faction Guarantee. Free! With Your Order. 
LARQE CATALOG OF 500 Amateur and 
Professional Magic Tricks. WRITE TODAY! 

D. ROBBINS & CO.. Inc., Dept. D-16 
127 W. 17 St. New York II. N. Y. 


.12 CALIBER 

ssfez/u /xcroxy 
orrzK! - 


USES POWDER CHARGE 


^4 This small bore gun shoots .12 cal. 

1 l eQ d pe ^ e * s f' re 5 by small 4.4 mg. 
^^ f ? ow< ^ er c ^ ar 9 e - Not a C0 2 gun! You'll 
like the handsome lines, grip, and bal- 
r ance. Western in style, but patented ball and 
cap action allows this low price. 1 0"steel barrel 
k cased in knurled styrene stock, overall 13y2'.' 
1% Develop pistol form, accuracy at a fraction of 
^ cost of large caliber pistols. Comes with 50 lead 
balls, powder caps at stores. Guaranteed. 
HAIG MFG. CO., Box 3Q-E, Alhambra, Calif. 
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A NEW SENSATIONAL GET- 
ACQUAINTED OFFER for 
stamp collectors and EVERY- 
ONE seeking an exciting 
hobby. Get this big valuable 
collection of genuine all-dif- 
ferent postage stamps from 
Greenland, (North Pole!), St. 
Pierre, Newfoundland, United 
Nations, early Colonial & 
Civil War Commemoratives. 
Sensational Canada picturing 
Eskimos, Indians, scarce 1857 
Map stamp; British Colum- 
bia, Nova Scotia. United 
States: ancient 19th century; 
first Train, Ship & Auto 
stamps; spectacular com- 
memoratives — rare Whoop- 
ing Crane, Wild West, etc., 
PLUS 87 gorgeous flag 
stamps of 87 foreign coun- 
tries! EXTRA! Big bargain 
catalog; booklet, “How to 
recognize Rare Stamps”; 
other exciting offers. Enclose 
10^ for mailing costs. Sup- 
ply Limited. Send TODAY! 

KENMORE STAMP CO. 
Milford EF-158 New Hampshire 
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at last... a complete, modern guide to lasting 
mutual sexual happiness for all couples. 


THIS GIANT SIZE BOOK CONTAINS 
HUNDREDS OF AUTHENTIC, ENLIGHTENING 
ILLUSTRATIONS — many in life-like color. 


Now available to the public in this country, for the first time, 
is this big guide to modern married sex practice. Written and 
illustrated by the most noted physicians and medical artists on 
sexual enlightenment. See and read how you can acquire 
enduring, harmonious married love by means of hundreds of 
exclusive, authentic pictures (many in true-to-life color), plus 
detailed step-by-step instructions written frankly and simply. 
This complete, large book includes important NEW informa- 
tion and illustrations never released here before. This book is 
a frank, straightforward presentation of facts to satisfy mature 
interest in the sex functions of the human male and female. 
Gives the most helpful authoritative guidance on sex problems 
of every kind — both abnormal as well as normal. Clearly 
understand and see the physiology and functions of the sex 
organs of both male and female. Many troubled men and 
women have found a new, happy married sex life and new 
confidence in themselves by reading “The Illustrated Encyclo- 
pedia of Sex.” Sells for $5.00 — but it is yours for the amazing 
low friend-winning price of only $2.98. This offer good for a 
limited time only. Mail coupon NOW! 

SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10 DAY TRIAL COUPON 

j CADILLAC PUBLISHING CO., Dept. F-723 

| 220 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, New York 

I Send me "The Illustrated Encyclopedia of Sex” in plain wrapper J 
| marked "personal.” I will pay postman $2.98, plus postage on I 
I delivery (sells for $5.00). If not completely delighted within 10 | 
■ days, I can return book and my money will be refunded. I am I 
J over 21. 

| NAME I 

j ADDRESS ’ | 

J CITY ZONE STATE ! 

. □ Check here if you wish to save postage, by enclosing with coupon | 

only $2.98. Same Money-Back Guarantee! 

(CANADIAN ORDERS $3.50. NO C.O.D.’s.) 
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PARTIAL LIST OF 61 BIG CHAPTERS 
EACH A "BOOK" IN ITSELF 


Techniques that bring 
complete gratification to the 
sex act for male and female 
What causes climax in 
women 

Blunders made by men in sex 
act. How to avoid them 
Technique of first sex act on 
bridal night 

Why woman fails to attain 
climax 

Husband and wife attaining 

mutual climax 

How male organs function 

in intercourse 

How female sex organs 

function in intercourse 

How sexual urge in woman 

differs from man 

Woman’s perfect complete 

sexual satisfaction 

How to derive perfection in 

sexual act 

Reactions of man and woman 
during sexual relations 
compared 


The truth about sex vitamins 
that improve sexual powers 
Natural birth control 
New discoveries in birth 
control 

Woman’s fertile days 
Causes of sex drive in women 
Female frigidity, its causes 
and cures 

Causes and cures for sexual 
impotence in men 
Abnormal sex organs and 
what can be done 
How to correct male’s 
premature climax 
Delaying sex life’s finish 
Male change of life and its 
effect 

Causes and treatment of 
male and female sterility 
Feminine self-satisfaction 
Causes of sexual urge in men 
How sex activity affects 
weight of male and female 
How to use preparatory love 
towards greater satisfaction 
in sex act 


Just a few of hundreds of frank, enlightening illustrated instructions! 

PARTIAL LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS WITH 
AUTHENTIC COLOR PICTURES! 


Male Sex Organs 
Showing functions of male 
sex organ 

Illustrating effects on breasts 
after pregnancy 
Showing areas of woman’s 
organs producing highest 
sensations 

Watch step-by-step growth 
of child in pregnancy 
Complete Color Picture 
Story of Woman’s Sex 
Organs 

Pictorial Story of Woman’s 
“SAFE” days 

. . . plus many more 


• Picture Story of Cause of 
Sterility in women 

» Cross Section of the Hymen 
in various stages 

• Cross Section Showing Cause 
of Woman’s sexual ills 

• Picture Story of normal 
Sexuality in male 

• Picture Story of Woman’s 
Sensation Curve 

• Picture Story of most 
important cause of impotence 

• Two Inserts of Female Bodies 
showing how pregnancy 
takes place 

pictured instructions 

TRUE ADVENTURES 


Available 
in this 
Country 
for the 
first time 



RCA Institutes, one of the leading technical 
institutes in the United States devoted exclusively 
to electronics, offers the finest training-at-home. 

The very name “RCA” means dependability, integrity, 
and scientific advance. Practical work with your 
very first lesson. Pay as you learn. No monthly 
installment payments. You pay for your next study 
group only when you order it. Remember, in 
electronics, the more you know the higher you go! 
Licensed by the New York State Education Dept. 

RCA INSTITUTES, INC., 

A Service of Radio Corporation of America 
350 West Fourth Street, New York 14, N. Y. 

The Most Trusted Name 
in Electronics 


SEND FOR THIS FREE 64-PAGE BOOK TODAY 


RCA INSTITUTES, INC., Home Study School Dpt AM-DO 
350 West Fourth Street, New York 14, N. Y. 

Please rush me your FREE illustrated 64-page book describ- 
ing your electronic training programs. No obligation. No 
salesman will call. 


Name 

Address 

(please print) 

Age 

Citv 



Korean Vets: Enter discharge date 


Courses in Radio and 
Electronic Fundamentals - 
TV Servicing - Color TV - 
Electronics for 
Automation - 
Transistors 


[ 


Resident School Courses in Los Anqeles and New York City offer 
co.nprehe.isi Ye training in Television and Electronics. Day and 
Evening classes. Free Placement Service. Catalog free on request. 


] 


Canadians — Take advantage of these same RCA Institutes 
courses at no additional cost. No postage, no customs, no 
delay. Send coupon to: RCA Victor Company, Ltd., 5581 
Royalmount Ave., Montreal 9, Quebec 
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YOUR FIRST 3 VOLUMES 


blood-crazed killers were 
wanted — DEAD OR 
ALIVE — for robbery, 
rustling, murder, and 
KIDNAPPING a beauti- 
ful young girl! They 
holed her up in Robbers’ 
Roost, " where no posse 
could ride in 20 years!” 
THE DUDE RANGER 
The whole crew hated 
him, but the Tenderfoot 
had an ace up his sleeve. 
No one knew HE was the 
new OWNER of the 
ranch ! He wanted to find 
out why the manager 


THE THUNDERING HERD 

The grizzled plains- 
man eyed Tom Doan 
carefully. “You’ll do. I 
reckon,” he spat. “I’ll 
need every hand I can 
get. Them Indian var- 
mints is aimin’ to run 
every hide-huntin’ white 
man off the plains — 
YOUR SCALP WILL DO 
AS GOOD AS ANY FOR 
THEM!” 

R088E3S ROOST 
The Hank Hays Gang 
was at large! These 


ZANE GREY 

Most beloved 
Western story 
teller of all 
time. He ac- 
tually lived the 
rugged life 
made famous 
in his exciting 
books. 


READER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE 


Bound in Glowing Shades of Red , Tan, Blue 
Stamped in Genuine Gold. Beautiful Volumes You Will Be Proud to Display 


WALTER J. BLACK, Inc. 

Rosiyn, L. I., New York 

Please reserve in my name the books listed in your 
generous offer to readers of this magazine — the 27 
hixuriously-^bound “Golden West De Luxe Editions” 
of Zane Grey. Send me at once my three introduc- 
tory volumes: THE THUNDERING HERD, ROB- 
BERS’ ROOST and THE DUDE RANGER. I EN- 
CLOSE NO MONEY IN ADVANCE, but within one 
week I will send you only $2.29 (plus a few cents 
mailing charge) as complete payment for ALL 
THREE books — and I will be entitled to receive 
each following handsome De Luxe volume as it comes 
from the press, at the low $2.29 price plus a few 
pennies for mailing, sending no money in advance. 
If not completely satisfied, I may return all three 
introductory books, or any book which follows, within 
one week of receipt. I may cancel my reservation 
at any time. ( Books shipped in U.S.A. only.) 


(please print plainly) 


City Zone. 


All the Glory of the Old West — Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance — 
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Will Be Proud to Own 


I MAGINE ! ALL 3 Western thrillers de- 
scribed above are yours for only $2.29 
— to introduce you to the magnificent 
matched library series of Zane Grey 
“Golden West De Luxe Editions.” 

You’ll be swept away by the colorful 
action, the breathtaking thrills, the 
blood-tingling excitement! You’ll come 
face-to-face with heroic men and wom- 
en .. . ruthless desperadoes and outlaws 
. . . the roar of blazing six-guns! 

Here are the other riproaring Zane 
Grey Westerns in this magnificent 
library series: 

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. Brave days of 
old Utah — drenched with blood! 

WILDFIRE, story of a great wild stallion, a fiery 
girl — and the man who was strong enough to 
tame them both! 

ARIZONA AMES, His blazing six-shooter spread 
terror among the toughest badmen! 

SHADOW ON THE TRAIL, Quick-shooting Wade 
Holden fights with ‘ rawhide-tough rustlers. 
ROGUE . RIVER FEUD. Violence and death on 
Rogue River. 

DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of 
men and women crazed by the lure of riches. 


WEST OF THE PECOS. ^ hard-riding, straight- 
shooting young man turns out to be a girl! 

THE LIGHT OF WESTERN STARS, Mighty epic of 
warfare on the border! 

CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing drama of 
death and danger! 

30,000 ON THE HOOF, pioneer Huett battles 
screaming Indians and lawless rustlers. 

WILD HORSE MESA. ^ party sets out to capture 
a phantom stallion. 

Other volumes include: The Vanishing Ameri- 
can; Fighting Caravans; The Hash Knife Out- 
fit; The Mysterious Rider; Twin Sombreros; The 
Heritage of The Desert; Western Union; Under 
The Tonto Rim; The Fugitive Trail; Shepherd 
of Guadaloupe; Thunder Mountain; To The Last 
Man; The Man of The Forest. Every one is com- 
plete — not a thrilling word is cut! 

SEND NO MONEY 

Just mail RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to 
examine your first three volumes, shown and 
described above. With them will come an intro- 
ductory invoice for only $2.29, plus a few cents 
mailing charge, as payment IN FULL for ALL 
THREE books, and instructions on how to get 
your other beautiful volumes. If not fully sat- 
isfied, you may return all three introductory 
books, or any later volume in the series; you 
may cancel your reservation at any time. 

There are positively no other charges. No 
“fee”; no “deposit” in advance. First come, first 
served. Send Reservation Certificate NOW. 

WALTER J. BLACK, INC,, Rosiyn, L,l„ N. Y. 
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